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Born in the USA, Londoner Neneh Cherry talks 


about padded bras and sucking beer through 
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By Joelev, 35 
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secret international organization run by Nazi 
war criminals, mafia overlords and high 
officials of the Vatican and the CIA? Meet the 
order of the Knights of Malta, and start 


worrying. By Robert Anton Wilson. 92 


AIDS 
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alarm about AIDS nine years ago, the 
government turned away. Now, she is one of 
the most powerful leaders in the fight against 
AIDS. By Celia Farber. 99 
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To save his cushy job, our Reporter At Large 
tries to convince us that he actually does 
something. By Dean Christopher. 130 


“See Legs, ya don’t roll it in joints, ya 
give everyone their own pipe ‘cause it’s 
cooler that way. It's how the Moroccans 
do it. 

“But | hate pot.” 

“No, no, no, it's better for ya than all 
that beer.” 

“| always get paranoid when I smoke 
pot.” 

“Aw don't be such a wimp.”” 

“You sure it doesn’t have any Angel 
Dust in it or anything?” 

“What kind of punk are ya anyway? 
Ya sure it doesn’t have any Angel Dust 
in it or anything? Christ, ya sound like 
somebody's mother . ..” 

Patti Smith filled the little ceramic 
pipe from the big bowl of Ganja sitting 
onthe mattress and handed it tome with 
a look that said Smoke it and Shut the 
Fuck Up. | was out of beer, 
Unfortunately Patti had spent the last of 
her cash on groceries to make cous- 
cous. So it didn’t look like she’d be 
buying me my six pack. 

‘She was in a lot of pain and had had 
to wear a neck brace ever since she fell 
off the stage in Tampa, Florida and 
broke her collar bone. | would go over 
to her place, drink beer, watch TV and 
tell her what happened at CBGB's and 
Max's the night before. Or rather what | 
could remember from the night before. 
Even though she was already a 
rock’n‘roll legend in that spring of ‘77, 
Patti didn’t fully appreciate the 
“wonders” of beer drinking and was 
always trying to convert me to the 
heightened spiritual experience of 
marijuana. | was usually successful in 
finding excuses for not smoking it, but 
that day they had all run out. And so 
had the beer .. 

“See, it's good for ya." 

Ten minutes after | finished the pipe, 
my brains were running out of my ears. 
This stuff was so wacked it didn’t need 
any extra ingredients. We were 
watching “Mothra,”’ a bad Japanese 
monster movie about this giant moth 
that is controlled by two miniature 
geisha girls that live inside a clam shell 
and always speak the same sing-song 
sentences in unison, and whenever 
Patti would see the moth, she'd tell me 
about buying out all the cashmere 
sweaters at Bloomingdales, about 
telling this snotty salesgirl she'd take 
them all, about how good it felt to show 
them all that she was somebody . . 
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and | just couldn't handle any more. 

“Patti, is this stuff that strong?” 

What a stupid question. | could see 
the words coming out of my mouth. 

“Whattya think I'm gonna smoke, 
some homegrown bullshit?” 

My fingers dripped off. My sneakers 
where grinning at me. 

There was a copy of Horses lying on 
the floor next to a turntable and 
speakers, and | grabbed it up and put it 
on. 

“JEEESUS DINED FOR 
SOMEBODY'S SINS, BUT-NOT MINE 

Suddenly my body stopped dripping 
off and came to attention. 

“THEY BELONG TO MEEEEEEE 

MEEE."” 

My brains were still out there, but 
now focused on the force, and became 
busy giving orders to the rest of me to 
start moving in time. 

“MELT ENIGMA POT OF THIEVES 

GOT A WILD CARD, IN MY SLEEVE 

THICK—HEART OF STONE—MY 
SINS, MY OWN 

THEY BELONG TO MEEEEEE 

MEEE.” 

Yeah, the attitude was back. Fuck this 
pot bullshit, | wanted to kick some ass. 
Man, oh man, it was all there on that 
record. 

“UNTIL | LOOK OUT THE 
WINDOW 

SEE A SWEEET YOUNG THIIANG 

HUMPING ON THE PARKING 
METER 

LEANING ON THE PARKING. 
METER 

OHHHH SHE LOOKED SO 
GOOOOCOD 

OHHHH SHE LOOKED SO FIIIINE 

AND | GOT THIS CRAZY FEELING 
THAT I'M GONNA, UH UH, MAKE 
HER MINE 

HOOOYEEEEAA FOOTMA 
SCRAPEMY HUHHH_ 





HERE SHE COMES. .. . 

I was gone again, fists clenched, arms 
straight out in front, pulling and 
tugging, mouth leering and sneering, 
hair flopping in my face just right, legs 
spread and poised in belligerence, 
yeah, | was becoming Patti on stage. 
The Patti who captured the cool so 
expertly. The little skinny girl from 
South Jersey who wanted to be Keith 
Richards. 

took my head out of the speakers 
and looked over at Patti lying there on 
the bed wearing the white neck brace, a 
sweaty gray sleeveless T-shirt and black 
sweat pants, and her entire body was 
convulsing in laughter as she witnessed 
my lousy imitation of her. 

“Legs, Legs, stop it, | can't laugh, it 
hurts my neck!” 

“. AND THE NIGHTMARES, 

JEFE 

ELLL 

OHHH 

AARRRR 

EYEEEYIIAEEEYINAEEE 

G-L-O-R-I-A” 

Patti’s head was bouncing in 
hysterics as | spelled out every letter 
with my hand, daring her to take ‘em 
away. 

“Stop! Stop!” 

“Where's the beer Patti?’” 
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“Stop, it hurts!” 

“think we need more beer! And not 
just any beer, but beer in 16 ounce 
cans!” 

“Stop! Stop! Stop!” 

“DO YA KNOW HOW TA 
PONY? 

LIKE BONY MAROONY? 

DO YA KNOW HOW TA TWIIIST-A? 

DO YA LIKE IT LIKE THIS 

UKE-IT-LIKE THIS 

UKE-IT-LIKE THIS . . . ” 


Idon’t know if Patti ever bought 
more beer, the only thing that | 
remember is that Patti Smith kicked ass 
so hard she knocked down the whole 
fucking wall. She was the first woman 
in rock'n'roll that guys aspired to be 
like. She was the first woman to get it 
down so good that it didn’t matter what 
planet she was from. Patti kicked 
gender in the balls and made great 
rock'n'roll by following her own 
agenda, without falling into the role of 
the victim. And in the process Patti 
opened the doors for every woman who 
looked up on the stage and didn’t 
imagine herself down on her knees 
blowing the rock god, but becoming 
one. 


—Legs McNeil 
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EPUINT BLANK 


Edited by Robin Reinhardt 


Major League Dispute 





If Vernon Reid considers me such a 
“major league asshole,” why does he 
completely exaggerate the role he 
played in my group [What's Your Fa- 
vorite Color, Baby?”, May]. The fact is, 
Mr. Reid was never a member of James 
White and the Blacks. He played exactly 
cone gig with the Flaming Demonics, 
which was an instrumental offshoot of 
the Blacks. Apparently after nine years 
Mr. Reid still resents the fact that | chose 
to dispense with his services after that 
night. But would you continue to hire 
someone who showed up so late that 
you had to go on without him and then 
had the nerve to ask for a raise? 


James White 
New York, NY 


Jagged Edge 


It distressed me to see an article on the 
band Crucial Youth, labeling them as 
being “one of the forefront” of the 
straightedge movement (April]. Crucial 
Youth is far from the forefront. They 
have done little to help the movement 
aside from exaggerating and mocking 
the beliefs of straightedge kids. 


Todd Ransick 
Potomac, MD 


Sympathy For The Devil 


I've been incarcerated in a North Caroli- 
na prison for the past three months, Us- 
\gthat time to catch up on my reading, | 
discovered your article, “Desperately 
Seeking Satan” [May]. As a guitarist with 
a metal preference, your report on black 
metal was enlightening. I'm tired of 
hearing reports that metal bands are the 
cause of escalating suicide attempts by 
young adults. I'm glad Bob Larson ac- 
companied Slayer on the road, dispel- 
ling the rumored satanic lifestyle of 
Slayer. He has proven that Slayer’s im- 
age is a publicity gimmick, rather than 
their way of life 





Anonymous 
Raleigh, NC 
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and Vernon Reid. 


Ihope Bob Larson doesn’t think he’s go- 
ing to save any souls with his piece on 
Slayer. lf being an atrocious writer were 
asin, Larson could forget about an eter- 
nal lease on a heavenly condo. It was 
just a slant on the same old metal-band- 
tales-of-the-road, but who needs it? If 
you were Satan, would you want a pack 
of sexually repressed, dysfunctional 
twits as your ‘army?’ 


Maggie Bloodstone 
Seattle, WA 


Bombs Away 


Your article on the Ohio 7 was great 
[“Anarchy In The USA,” May]. That 
such a big story never got in-depth na- 
tional coverage really shows what 
wimps the media are. They think that if 
they printa story about homegrown rev- 
olutionary terrorists, it will be too threat- 
ening to their conservative readers and 
maybe give their progressive readers 
ideas. The fact is that, with our world 
tumbling rapidly toward its destruc- 
tion—the planet heating up out of con- 
trol, the ozone layer evaporating, and 
tyranny supplanting every more reason- 
able form of government in the world— 
it may be time for some well-placed 
bombs in some of our more criminal in- 
stitutions. It may be the only way left to 
shake them in their boots. 


Andrew D. Fox 
Basking Ridge, NI 


Dukes Of Stratosphear 





I'd like to thank Rosemary Passantino for 
her refreshing and revealing article on 
XTC [Aprill. She captured perfectly the 
essence of what they're all about: inno- 
vative, surreal, brilliant and a bit eccen- 
tric. Even on paper, Andy Partridge’s wit 
seemed so sharp. You could almost feel 
it. 


Susan Dunlap 
Beaver, PA 


Kiss Off 


these past years—the spirit of music 
boxed into a purchasable set of discs, 
tapes, whatever—finds acknowledge- 
ment with me. 

Secondly, | would like to lobotomize 
you for your reluctant attempt to sell-out 
Rolling Stone and produce a horde of 
“best offworst of” lists [April]. It has suc- 
ceeded in doing nothing short of pissing 
me off at the narrow-mindedness of the 
result. What happened to the philos- 
cophy behind SPIN mentioned in your 
editorial? Instead of pushing the times 
along, as any artistically conscious pub- 
lication should do, SPIN has only held 
them back so they can take another 
long, admiring look at themselves. Re- 
cycle till death. 


Eric Mathews 
Editor—CUBE Literary Magazine 
Richmond, VA 


| was curious to see what you repro- 
bates thought were the greatest records 
ofall time and was pleasantly surprised. 
Congratulations on your best issue to 
date. I've been reading SPIN since Matt 
Groening’s art appeared on the cover 
and trust your record reviewers enough 
to buy (or borrow) a good deal of the vi- 
nyl they drool over. 


Leonard B. Kuffert 
Saskatoon, SK, Canada 


London Calling 





Will wonders never cease! After all 
these years, good old Gene and Paul 
gave Ron Johnsen a little credit [Kis 
This,” March]. Ron only put his own ca- 
reer on hold, resigned as manager of 
Electric Lady and hocked his life and 
soul to get that demo for them. When the 
ink on Kiss’s contract was dry, Ron was 
history. Hey, that’s rock’n’roll, kids. 





Ellen Jeranek 
lersey City Heights, NI 


Value Judgment 





Firstoff, | would like to applaud the ‘’val- 
ues” you set down as your reasons for 
starting and perpetuating SPIN. Admira- 
ble, ifa little unrealistic. Also, your phi- 
losophy on what has screwed rock'n'roll 








| must commend you on what seems to 
be your best Flash section to date [May]. 
Articles on My Bloody Valentine, Front 
242, Crisis comics and The Wonder 
Stuff just confirm the fact that you're 
committed to covering the alternative of 
today’s monotonous mainstream, par- 
ticularly from the UK, without which 
America’s music and fashion trends 
would be lost. Simply brilliant! 


Faron Kenfield 
New York, NY 


Errata 





Monthly missing photo credit (June) — 
pg. 28 by Bruce Caines. This is the sec- 
ond month in a row we have inadver- 
tently done this. Sorry, Bruce 
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BEASTIE BOYS, Paul's Boutique (Capitol) Even 
more hyperactively inventive than Licensed fo 
I, whete past transgressions trashed. genres, 
the.new ones overwhelm them. (Leland) 


THE CULT, Sonic Temple'(Sire) From distance, 
this. sounds like a smart'homage fo their infiu- 
ences Uptclose, the guitars are intoxicating, the: 
riffs larger than life. The hard rock-album of the: 
season, (Leland) 


THE GODFATHERS, More Songs About Love and 
Hate {Epic} A bit softer than before, the Goda 
thers make music the old-fashioned way—!Wo 
guitars, @ bass and raging lyrics: They ate to- 
day's unsung rock'n'roll heroes; (Reinhardt) 


KOOL MOE DEE, Knowledge Is King (JivelRCA) 
Elastic funk blessed with too’many Words and 
too much bass, this long sermon kicks old 
school fapper Moe Dee's intensity level up a 
notch while retaining that delicious swing thing 
(lelana) 


LOVE TRACTOR, Themes From Venus (DB) 
Their songs aie like soundtracks (for eithef ‘The 
Avengers” opThe Beverly Hillbillies") evenwhen 
they hayewWerds. Like Richard Butler. geainst a 
twin-guiter jorPeter Murphy” belieh- 
pressing 250) they're lUsty, and inebriating,.an 
extended|headrush without the hangover, Love 
Tractor is otherworldly, But they're fron Georgia. 
(Wright) 


THE PRESIDENT) “Bring Yr Camera (Elektra»Musi- 
cian) This is junkyard jazz played with powertul 
rock dynamicsy¢ trip through Americanmusi- 
cal formsihal starts somewhere in the Delta‘and 
ends somewhere’ the futtire. Against keyboar- 
dist Wayrie Horyite's compositions, the doodling 
and dense improvisation hang on Elliot Sharp's 
guitar, which Spits diamonds into the gutfer just 
fo watch them sparkle. (Levy) 


SIMPLE MINDS, Street Fighting Years (A&M) In 
the wo yeGissince their last album, the band 
lost its voyeurism, and replaced it with aggres- 
sion. Lots of long, moody, Brooding songs, and 
Jim Kerr's voice af times choking on resentment 
‘are heavier than intemational tragedies, and 
Taore: personal than: thé - 1,,0'clock: news. 
(Wright) 


SOUL II SOUL, Keep on Movin' (Virgin) London's 
‘Soul IT Soul are a fashion combine, «sound sys- 
tem}-aiphilosophy, and a deft combination of 
hip hop, house, R&B and wosld'music grooves. 
With plenty of strings and plenty of that Dennis 
Edwards/Eric B/Milli Vanilli beat, (Leland) 


24-7 SPY2,)\HarderiThan You (in Effect/Relativity) 
“Grandma,Dynamite” is part “Life 'in The Fast 
Lane” boogie and part Bad Brains mosh. Else- 
where thiese Black Rock Coalition members set. 
up deep igfSoves and hack a heavy metat 
electric Quitanpathway through the thickets. 
(Levy) 
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or their second 
album, Me and 
Mr. Ray,Miracle Le- 
gion’s Mark Mulcahy 
and Ray Neal had to 

be shipped out to Prince's 
Paisley Park studio in Minne- 
apolis because, their manager 
says, usually when recording they have 
all their friends in the studio with them. This 
time they had to be far away so no one could find them. 

Singer and songwriter Mark Mulcahy might like to 
be a sheep farmer one day. Now, though, he lives in a 
small Connecticut town with his mother and his Dober- 
man. As a boy, Mark would sit in church fantasizing 
that he was up by the altar banging on his drumkit while 
his childhood friend was singing loud. 

In’84, Miracle Legion released The Backyard, six 
songs like black-and-white photos with handwritten 
captions. Lots of guitars, strumming and swirling, driv- 
ing like a vintage Thunderbird across America’s flatter 
expanses just afier a month of heavy rain, slowing to 
peer through the curtains of familiar sitting rooms. 
Since then, they've released Surprise Surprise Surprise, 
Glad and Me and Mr. Ray, opened for and recorded 
with Pere Ubu and the Sugarcubes, gone from a four- 
member band to a duo and back again. 
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‘Time was, people made movies out of novels or 
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absolutely no taste; loosely adapted from a popular 
advertising campsign. 
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In the 70s, 
Mark Mulcahy and Ray Neal 
booked clubs in 
‘New Haven, Connecticut. 
Now they’re Miracle 
Legion, a cerebral band 
—sometimes purposefully 
hokey, sometimes 


unwittingly perceptive — 
celebrating the 
mortal condition. 


Mark writes backwoods storysongs that flirt with 
sentimentality, then leave abruptly, slamming a door 
triumphantly behind them, He details the memories 
that are impossible to go back to and are too sad, too 
bittersweet, to remember. Live, acoustic, all the little 
boy remembrance becomes tangible in Mark’s perfor- 
mance. But his longing, warbling, wise voice prevents 
regression. Ray, like Tony Perkins on guitar, plays as if 
someone invisible is spurring him on. Mark maintains a 
distance while his eyes beckon. And around his neck, 
he wears a heart pendant on a chain. Inscribed on the 
heart is a name. The name is Jasmine. Jasmine is his 
dog. There are things that are important to him. 

“Llike words, that's the main thing,” says Mark, “L 








mean, [like to sing. But I like words. It'd be nice to just 
write them down, to be anonymous. 

“L think it's a big mistake trying to find out exactly 
what songs mean. It's even more of a mistake to try to 











meet the person. It's never gonna be what you wanted it 
tobe. And you have so few romantic notions these days, 
it’s better to leave it at that. 

“Like I wouldn't want to meet Robert DeNiro, I'd 
be afraid. Even though I'm sure he’s a very nice guy, I 


think he’s great. Everything he says is perfect. He said 
about his new movie—in an interview, which I don't 





think he does very often—every question he'd say, “I, I, 
1, I don’t know, man. I don’t know,’ Ask him about the 
movie he directed, ‘Aaaaah don’t know, man.’ Ask him 
about this, ‘I don’t know.’ So about this movie ‘Jack- 
knife,’ the guy asks, ‘So what's this movie about?’ De- 
Niro says,"What you see in the movies what itis."That 
was the whole answer. Admittedly, he is a huge star. He 
can say, ‘Fuck you. I'm gonna kill you, I'm gonna have 
somebody kill you,’ and get away with it. I can’t really 
do that ‘cause everyone would get pissed off at me. If 
you asked me something I really didn’t like and I told 
you to fuck yourself I'd be in a lot of trouble. So I devel- 
oped the answer ‘I don’t know.’ That's my answer. I 
don’t know, man, I'm not used to getting interviewed, 1 
mean I’m used to it but I don't know.” 

Mark leans in, wiser than 32 years should allow 
and curious just like a puppy, saying, “I don't know why 
anybody wants to know what I have to say.” 





—Christian Logan Wright 


—The action begins early and builds to an 
astonishing climax in THE 25 GREATEST ALBUMS 
OF an a lively fiesta 


jin Reinhardt. 
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Kidder, based 4 the popular wetness tag. 
He lives in lowabic jCiet ‘she comes into 
[dt life and first, worry about it 


—J, CREW CATALOG, Staring Maly Ringwald, 

Ally , Emilio Estevez, Anthony 
Michael Hall. Anerd, a princess, a jock, a delinquent 
and a basket case pose in old people's clothes and 
think about: what dicks their parents are. 


ohn Leland 
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what’s your FAVOURITE color? 
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“Cult of Personality” 
“Glamour Boys” 
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Enyclopaedia Psychedelica Internationa, edited by on Englishman named Fraser Clark, is spearheading the Zippy movement, one that combines o certain revisionist flavor with tireless 
forward momentum. EP is a compendium of arcane, Zippy-related information, published quarterly, that proposes to turn into a 100-volume reference work by the year 2000. Each issue is 
centered around a theme (the current ones “Highs and Lows") ond is jammed wit some of the wildest underground spew since the glory days of. Artides range from the pragmatic (how 
{0 orgonize a free festival) to the sublime (readers’ reminiscences on their first mushroom trips), and the graphics have gone from spotty to blazing over the first 10 volumes. 

Just what is a Zippy? According to deputy EPi editor James Hamilton, ‘A Zippy is someone with their feet on the ground and their head in the douds. It’s someone who has balanced 
‘their hemispheres—they may have to work in town all week to pay their rent, but they’ll spend the weekend on retreat, meditating.” This may sound sorta doofy and simplistic fo a cynical 
cuss like you, but the ‘zine is impressive and it's easy to imagine that there're indeed a lot of doset Zippys out there. 

{mn order to test the power of their constituency, EP/ plans to indude a Magic Maggie Healing Doll in issue #11, the theme of which will be Psychic Politics. An illustration of Thatcher 
shows a number of her acupuncture points; and readers will be encouraged to xerox five copies to distribute to friends. If everyone puts their copy on the wall and places pins info the ap- 
pointed spots along Maggie's arms, itis hoped that her heart chakra will be opened and a lot of the problems related with her fascist reign will dissolve. Hey, you won't be laughing if it works. 


Pi's address is PO Box 833, London NW6, UK. They don’t have any distribution in the States yet, but plan to keep all back issues in print. So you won't be penalized for getting o late stort, 


garage and she couldn't back out. Legend has it 

a more famous country & western Patsy named 
herself ofter the diminutive Montana, whose biggest hit 
was the 1935 “| Want To Be A Cowboy's Sweetheart,” 
the first million-selling single ever from a female C&W 
performer. Patsy knows you have to have a gimmick to 
be a success in show biz, and looking back now she 
realizes she’s had one all along: yodeling. Patsy yodels 
as she always has—a good old-fashioned yodel that’s 
a cowboy's answer to a coondog’s howl. In her and 
C8W's early days, Patsy yodeled every Saturday night 
‘on the WLS Barn Dance, until she moved onto the 
KWKH Louisiana Hayride. She doesn’t think the Hay- 
ride’s producer liked her very much, though, because 
she always had to follow Hank Williams. One night, 
fight when Williams was hitting big in the late 40s with 
“Lovesick Blues,” she had to follow him after 11 


} atsy Montana's husband proposed to her in a 


encores. 
Tonight, with over 50 years as an entertainer tucked 





under her 10-gallon hat, she’s playing a one-night 
stand at the Cowgiel Hall of Fame Bor-B-Q, a post- 
card's worth of country & western spirit snuggled into 
lower Manhattan: red checkered cloths on the tables, 
election day streamers draped from the ceiling, chan- 
deliers crowned by real-life antlers with real-dead fur 
still clinging to them and posted bills that remember 
“NUCKOLLS CO. FAIR FRI. JULY 31." 








Cheard 
UN-835, PANSY MONTANA'S COUMTRY & WESTERN STOGLE SOLD A 
AVILION COPIES. SHE BEEN YOOELING EVER STOCK, 
AEEPING THE COUGINL IMAGE HAVE, 


Dolled up in a mauve suit with rose-embroidered la- 
pels and sequin piping down the legs, Patsy steps onto 
the pedestal with her acoustic guitar and starts to sing. 
She warms up with ‘Cool Water,’’ Tumblin’ 


—Byron Coley 


Tumbleweeds,” “Home on the Range” in a slightly 
frayed Southern lilt. Then she starts to yodel. When 
Patsy starts to yodel, the entire SRO place—cowboys 
‘ond cowgirls, youngsters and old-timers, die-hard fans 
‘and recent inductees—yodels along with her, voices 
joining in glorious familial cacophony. Patsy laughs 
and grins like a teenager, and she spurs into “I Want To 
Be A Cowboy's Sweetheart.” The place goes wild. 

‘Afterwards, Patsy mingles with the crowd and auto- 
graphs albums. She won't tell her age (“I'm too young 
for Medicare and too old for men to care!” she cack- 
les), but she’s nowhere near retiring. “I tell ‘em my ui- 
tar’s getting heavier all the time, but no one listens,” 
she sighs. “I figure as long as I can stay on key, and 
they want to pay me, I'm gonna let ‘em.” She doesn’t 
worry about making more records (her latest is The 
Cowboy's Sweetheart on Flying Fish), and tries to be 
polite about the state of her art today: “They call it 
‘country music. | say, ‘What country?’ | was of an era 
that | got to meet real cowboys. They weren't wearing 
rhinestones. You could smell ‘em coming.” 

In 1987 Patsy was elected to the Cowgirl Hall of 
Fame, one of her proudest achievements. She wears 
her medal on a red, white and blue ribbon around her 
neck. "When I got the letter notifying me, | said, ‘Heck! | 
ain't no real cowgirl! | never scalped an Indian or shot 
‘buffalo.’ But I've been singing about them, I've been 
keeping the cowgirl image alive. One time I was intro- 
duced as a legend. My daughter said, ‘Mother, when 
you've been called everything both good and bad, 
then you're called a legend.’”” She smiles a wide-eyed, 
crinkly smile. “So | guess I'm a legend.” 


—Karen Schoemer 
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Coolest band in the world. She plays 








FOR THE PAST THREE YEARS, MAUREEN TUCKER HAS BEEN LIVING IN A SMALL TOWN IN GEORGIA, WORKING AT WAL-MART FOR SAM 
Walton, the richest man in America. Mo, who used fo drum for a band called the Velvet Underground, sings « lot about work on her new album, 
Life in Exile After Abdication. 

"What really would infuriate me,“ she says in a voice os fierce as Elizabeth Montgomery's, “Was that now and then you'd pick up Newsweek 
‘ahd read an article about the fabulous down-home Sam Walton: ‘What a guy, he drives a pickup.” They don’t know what goes on. All his 
facilities are in these litle small places where everybody is just sooo glad fo get a job. 1 don't think anyone has the right fo use people who are in 
€ position where there's no other jobs.” 

Mo quit Wal-Mart fo tour Europe with another rock’n’roll group and to tour the US this summer At one 1988 New York show, Mo—who now 
plays quitar—ted a gang of five guitarists, inctuding Sonic Youth's Thursion Moore. Life in Exile sometimes sounds like a pot and pan banging 
Party among good friends, with more quest appearances than a Me! Brooks comedy. From behind a couple of overturned kettle drums, or a 
‘choppy rhythm guitar, Mo directs her band and the unruly falents of Lou Reed, Daniel Johnston, Jad Fair (of Half Japanese) and Sonic Youth 
through the first songs she's ever writen, cavers of Bo Diddley and "Pale Blue Eyes,” and one song about the death of her friend Andy Warhol. 

{can’t say he opened my eyes to af,” she giggles. “Iwas never into at. Infact, when | walked into the Factory and he was just pumping up 
those floating silver pillows, | said, ‘What the hell is this?’ And he said ‘Oh Mo, this is my latest’ And I remember saying fo him, ‘Who you 
think’s gonna buy this shit?” But '™m just not into art.” 

Though she uses an industrial piano buzz here, and a machine guitar clatter there, Mo is about as fond of the Sciences os she is ofthe Arts. 
She loathes drum machines, and finds “TV reception much more amazing than a machine that can sound fike a violin, 

“The advent ofall this high technology is a real crime against rock'n'roll. One thing | don’t ike about that second reissue —what's it called, 
Another VU?—they cleaned it all up. I's so clean it sounds awful. Half of rock'n'roll is supposed to be the leakage, studio noise and all that 
junk” 

One of the charms of Mo's studio noise, from the Velvels’ songs like “Aflerhours” fo her newer, nastier “Talk So Mean,” has been her 
urlishly deadpan singing. Her voice rings with an innocence that belies another project: her family. Maureen has five children; it was her 
eldest daughter, a college freshman, who turned her on fo Sonic Youth. 

Hopefully they learn more from me than | do from them. | have learned the power of peer pressure, which | never recall feeling that much, 
You know, ‘Why can’t see this movie? Everybody else can. ‘Why can't we have Nintendo?’ I don’t recall being influenced that much by my 
peers. It's not the way | operate.” 

Mo Tucker is the coolest mom in Georgia. 





—Pat Biashill 
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Bulletin from the Land of 


the first time in 20 years, London is real- 

izing that it's not the center of the cul- 
tural universe. Heavy media coverage of the 
Bicentennial of the French Revolution and 2 mass 
‘awareness that, come 1992, all European bound- 
aries will disappear, has induced a kind of dismal 
panic among the populace. Ecstasy casualties from 
last year’s Summer of Love wander around like 
space cadets in baggy jeans and paisley shirts try- 
ing to work out how to order drinks in italian. The 
disorientation is reflected in clubland’s. music 
scene, with Eurodisco and Belgian New Beat getting 
‘aS much attention as the interminable Acid Housed 
Deep House/Techno grooves. Warehouse parties are 
springing up again and there's been afew attempts 
to recreate the Paradise Garage's alcohol-free fren- 
2 The Iatest, in the crypt of a Trafalgar Square 
‘church, drew barely 20 people, which suggests that 
London clubbers don't care what they fisten to as 
long as they can drink themselves insensibe. It’s 
offical. The London Club Scene is dead. 

Morrissey hardly ever goes out. But at ex-Velvet 
Mo Tucker’s London gig, Mazza was invited back- 
stage by Tucker to share a mineral water or two, and 
toeapiain what he did before going solo. Apparently 
Tucker—whilst loving Morissey’s solo album, Vira 
Hate—was utterly unaware ofthe existence of the 
Smiths. Unfortunately the Great Meeting never hap- 
pened as Morrissey lft before Tucker even took the 
stage. He could not abide the unholy din created by 
support band Half Japanese, 

ExBunnyman lan McCulloch has been working 
‘on his solo album at Eurythmics’ recording studio in 
North London after completing preliminary work in 
Liverpool. He's got 30 songs’ worth of material 
‘same of which wil be released in September Mean- 
while, the other Bunnymen are still ooking for anew 
singet, despite rumors of drafting Sister of Mercy 
Andrew Eldritch 

Forget the Filfax and the Psion Organiser; the 
smart fashion accessory amongst young Londoners 
‘is the paperback book. Moe precisely the new Fen- 
vin Originals series, an imprint that aims to pro- 
mote new writers. The books are square in shape if 
notin content, have wipe-clean covers and fit neatly 
intothe smallest pocket. Most fashionable is Stealth 
by London taw-grad turned journalist, Caris Davis. 
‘The book comes in two versions, the Black and the 
White, each a stream-of-consciousness tale of Lon- 
‘don media excess from a slightly different perspec- 
tive, True hipsters read both at the same time, 
scanning pages to see if they're mentioned. 

The Pet Shop Boys have finished working with 
Liza Minnelli and, on time off, shaves her some of 
London's wilder Acid clubs. Minnelli repaid the com- 
pliment by getting Neil Tennant and Chris Lowe 
‘ront-row seas for Frank Sinatra's opening night at 
‘the Royal Albert Hall. 

The Cure have sacked long-standing member Lol 
Tothurst, claiming that he hadn't been pulling his 
\weight in the group. “i's never been lke a proper 
‘group, says Robert Smith. “We abways feel like it's 
on the verge of falling apart" The new album is 
aptly called Disintegration. This year’s tour will be 
the Cure’ last as Smith told the AME: “I know we'll 
never do another tour again.” 
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—Compiled by Jessica 
Bendinger, John Leland 
‘ond Christian Wright 











The Hanes White T-Shirt Safety Mas Macho 


perfect ribbing always Just when bikes seemed hipper 
Dean's precious neck; on “21 Jump Street,” Barbecue Top 10: than elver_—sepaciesly /HiLA 


shirt, briliant white emphasizing that face; Beastie Boys, “B-Bo 
cad R-sested epon the regal bosom of Bouilobersee” | Some bow a mnie 
Katherine Hepburn. The T-shirt does not Neneh Cherry, “Buttalo bir cycles and parking it. i 
understand the dass system, which Is part of Stance’ cars. Axl Rose has been spotted 
its beauty; nor does it know the concept of Bela Sout ere Koos driving a red BMW convertible, 
change, which is part of its endurance. It's Pee er ee nes and now even ex-Pistol and no- 
essential. It cannot be imitated. And above all, Lisa Lisa, “Get It as forious hog straddler Steve 
over a black brasslere the Hanes white T-sirt Madonne “Lave: Jonen: oparledy_ broters His 
more provocative chiffon Paul McCartney age. . 

easier to dean. Costello, “My Brave Face” denly very cool. 
Murphy's Law, “Ska Song’ 





‘Soul Il Soul, “Keep on Movin‘ ” 


‘Jody Watley, “Friends” Best on a pair of non-prescription 


ip - 0. ‘ortoise-shell frames, dip-ons insulate 
Cit ee ce at ne nore 
Sunglasses protedive armor. Because it takes on 
exces of heary metal to replace the 

= ew passé Waylres 


A four-minute action pic about routine LAPD sweeps 
gang-riddied Compton, this video opens a wide 


s 


because itis too violent, even no guns go off, 

‘andonly the police have weapons. Or they’ 

it because against a Ren’ 

line, “The police are gonna have fo come and gef known all along: that this music 
me,” is too black, foo strong, foo rock’n'roll. isn't an alternative anymore, its 


best 
powerful 
fr. ‘swimming upstream against all that 
f noise, heavy metal reconfigured as 
dance min 











H limothy Sommer gets a 
Bassist rorccn tracts 

Largo not sounding like other 

bands that come from New York's 
Lower East Side. They don't sound like the corosively 
noisy Sonic Youth; they don't sound like they owe 
anything to Lou. With little more than two basses, a violin 
‘and vocals, they sound gentle; they sound sublime; they 
‘sound nice. So Sommer makes apologies. 

“We're not wimps,” he says, and then points out that 
all Hugo Largo’s members (except singet/performance 
arfistidancer Mimi Goese) have performed with noise 
guru Glenn Branca. Sommer wants people fo walk away 
from a Hugo Largo show with “the same feeling they get 
when they see a hard-stomp, hard emotion rock band.” 
Then he compares his band's drive to the 


Replacements. 

Hugo Largo’s deep, layered sounds, slight grind, and 
Scattered moments of tension make all their heavy- 
handed arfiness acceptable. Meftie, their second LP on 
Eno’s Opal label, is not markedly different from their 
debut Drum, but the band has evolved. “We actually 
used a lot of regular six-string guitar this time around,” 


ales 


of the 


DECONSTRUCTION 


Dear 


ora grand concept or an arty, pretentit 


says violinist Hahn Rowe. “That might surprise some 
People. But just because we started out playing music 
without guitars or drums doesn't mean that i's some kind 
of grand concept that we want fo hold on to, fo protect. 
We just fee! comfortable and we happen to have 
carved out a new sound with it” That sound, they insist, is 
not akin to Eno’s ambience or to new age. 

“We're not this holy religious sober experience,” says 
Sommer. “ ‘New age’ implies that you put the music on, 
talk to your neighbor, sip your white wine, whatever. 
That's not us. We want people to listen and respond.” 

But swirling around in a terrestrial/ethereal dichotomy 
warmed by Goese's songs about turtles, netherworids, 
and subterranean funnels, Hugo Largo's meaning might 
bbe lost. However, second-bassist Adam Peacock 





0 Largo is not a religious experience 
mance piece, 


Itsawarm band from a cool neighborhood. 






‘explains, “Hugo Largo was a little-known comandante in 
the Sandinista Liberation Force, put fo death by the 
Contras. I's our political statement. Yeah, we're a 
political band” 

Actually Hugo Largo is what a friend of Goese's calls a 
large sweater, 


—Mark Kemp 











Since the start of the column, Elvis has been besieg 
iswer them all; so we select some, gather rout 


He can't 












ith letters. 
the Ouija board, relay the 


letters and wait, just as long as it takes, for The King's response. If you have a letter for Elvis 
—and who doesn’t?—send it along to SPIN, G West 18th Street, New York, NY 10011. 





Please keep letters she 


Dear Elvis: 

It’s occurred to me that lots of pop stars have 
been writing songs about other celebrities, usually 
dead ones. Like 10,000 Maniacs have that song 
“Hey, Jack Kerouac,” and Edie Brickell and New 
Bohemians have “Little Miss S," which is about 





etibute jarilyn Monroe, ancien 
the Wind. I That's a really nice song. 

If someone was going to write a song about you, 
who would you want it to be? And what would it be 


called? 
Stephen Barth, Berkeley, CA 


; Elvis is still a busy man. 





Dear Stephen: 

That's a good question. Why do all these 
People write songs about cult heroes? | be- 
Neve they do it out of guilt. Sometimes out of 
respect, but not often. Trying to squeeze an 
entire life into a few minutes is disrespectful. 
Miss Brickell has the same name as Miss 
Sedgwick. That's her business. But when she 
makes something trivial out of a tragic life, 
it’s asin. 

Now, if it came to someone wanting to 
write 8 song about me, they'd have to put 



















I'm sorry but I just don’t like it. | get 

I didn’t really like that U2 song “ 
ley and America,” because! didn't know what 
it was about, though | did like their song 
about Billie Holiday, “Angel Of Harlem.” 
about it, and she said the 











sounded right even if the rest of it, the words 
and the music, didn’t. There's lots of songs 
about me (I bumped into Lenny Bruce the oth- 
er day at a Narcotics Anonymous meeting, 
he said that the Weird Al Yankovic song, 
Fat,” is about me, but he might have been 
teasing, I can never tell with him), but there's 
some others I might 

An obvious choice would be Elvis Coste! 
him taking my name and all. You know, hi 
even played with some of my old musicians. 
And no one laughed, because he was sincere. 
He could play in the Presley style and get my 
old guys around him and call it “Quiet Life.” 

Debbie Gibson with her affinity for Elton 
John could do “Shooting Star” about how 
much she wanted to dance with me. And that 
kid everyone tells me about, Paul Westerberg, 
could write “Ain't That a Shame,” sing it real 
clear so his voice comes through. 

Best of all, these people could all make a 
record of their songs about me. Maybe they 
could all sing one together, call the record the 
Elvis Sessions. And the money could go to a 
rehabilitation clinic somewhere. That would 
be nice. 























Thanks for asking, E. 


uno 0100 











The 


Straight And 


Obligatory 
PoopOn 


Guns 





FRoses 


ARECENT FAX FROM GUNS N'ROSES’ LABEL ANNOUNCED THE LEGAL SQUELCHING OF THE BOOTLEG NO REFRAIN, DISASSOCIAT- 
ing he band from it, and then went on to insult the Rolling Stones. “Furthermore, whilst the Rolling Stones may be ‘considering Guns N' Roses as 
support’ [no source for that quote] for their upcoming tour, Stravinski Bros. management categorically state G N'R have ‘absolutely no intention 
cof opening for the well-seasoned English rock band.” Said a spokesman for the seasoned English rock band, now contemplating an October 1st 
opening date in Toronto for their tour, “They were never in the running,” Guns N’ Roses' third (if you count Lies) album—maybe a double—is 
duein late summer, with a tour in ate all. Meanwhile, Axl is planning his own AIDS benefit concert since Guns N’ Roses got bumped from their 
Radio City headline. Axl attended the LA opening of “Depeche Mode 101,” admitting he's a very big Depeche fan. He had his driver introduce 
him to the band,whereupon he recited the lyrics to Mode’s classic." Somebody.” Then he took them to his fave metal club, Cat House.Later at a 
friend’sbarbecue in the Hills, he took out agun, shot and killed alive pig, and leftin his BMW convertible while the pig cooked over an open fire. 
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costs 3 


a Copy 
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—Danny Fields 





‘Wha sup? Yeah, is me again, Bobby 
Brown, How you been, baby? 

‘Alot of you all have been writing me a 
Jot. ond | ike that, Thank you. | wish | 
‘Could just take a few of you al out. Like 
most of you. all of you. Let me tell you 
about a nice, romantic date that | would 
like to go on.| would lke to pick you up at 
yourhouse inmycar We go get something 
fo eat somewhere fist, then we go to like 
the movies, check out the latest flick 
Probably after that, drive around for a: 
little while. Then go to my pad. Go to my 
pad | have a swimming pool—go 
swimming: Jocuzi, st by the fire, toast 
some marshmallows and stuff 

“You know. you have to be of age tostay 
(Out this late, Im ony joking, babe 

“But another romantic date for me 
would be for youto call me tomorrow. That 
would be romantic, if youd just call me 
tomorrow. Wed just folk lke we're talking 
‘Ow. Or if you'd just write me, at: Bobby 
Brown Fan Club, Box 70347, Oakland, CA 
94612. So just write me, tell me if you want 
to. go on that date with me. Sounds nice. 
fight? | think it does. Just write me. Or cal 
back Talk fo you later 

if you havent heard this entire 
message. please hold on. It wil repeat” 
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RADIO GRAFFITI 


HIPHOP 
SUMMER 


we go again y'all, another 
pues 
TOP, 
‘the landslide will engulf them. But for us hip 
Ue eye hirg  oreny lng 
“Rop Rumble" of '89 ever since the music 
‘exploded so forge last summer. The 
summer is the best ime to release records 
‘cuz the radios are in cars, jeeps or 
porches! Although it's the noizytest 
time of the year, it's also the funkiest 


“pi ouey/uoeny o2poNy 


‘KING SUM, XL (Profile) 

‘FOOL MOE DEE, Koowiodige is King (ive) 

‘YO! HIV RAPS COMPILATION (lve) 

‘PARTY POSSE, ts Party Time (dive) 

AY WEST COAST COMPILATION (Tommy Bay) 

TUFF CITY SQUAD, Break Mania (Taff Cty) 

HOT DAY AXA. DANTE, Is My Tura (Tf City) 

‘OLD SCHOOL CLASSICS COMPILATION, (Tt City) 
PRIORITY ONE, Total Chaos (Tul Cty) 

THE 45 KING, (ut City) 

THE 45 KING AND LOUIE LOUIE. 

‘Rhythmical Madness (Tu City) 

‘STEZO, Crazy Nose (Sleeping Bae) 
ANTOINETTE, Who's The Boss (Next Pateau) 

LHEAYY 0. AND THE 80¥2, Big Tyme (MCA, dve June 12) 
TWIN HYPE, Twin Hype (Profile, de Jone 12) 

‘LL COL J Walking With A Panther (Def Jam, mitune) 
-MC SERCH, Steppin’ into the AM (Def Jam, late June) 
BEASTIE BOYS, Paul's Boutique (Capitol late June) 

(MC LYTE (First Priority, fate June) 

‘ROXANME SHANTE, Bad Sister (Cold Chili’ fate June) 
‘BIG LADY K. The Poetess (Priority, JunetJoy) 

ORIGINAL CONCEPT, Johanie Wuza Gangsta (Def Jam. June) 
‘BOOGIE DOWN PRODUCTIONS, Ghetto Music: 

‘The Blueprint of Hip Hop (ve aly 5) 

‘EPMD, Utinished Business (Sleeping Bag. mid-July) 
YOUNG MC, Stone Cold Rhyming (Delicious Vint, mid-Joy) 
SERIOUS-LEE-FINE (Det Jam, mid-summer) 

‘BIG DADDY KANE, The Mack Is Back 

(Cold Chin’, mid- to fate July) 

‘AUDIO TWO First Priority, late July) 
[REV-E-EV AND AK (DNA In, late ty) 

‘SUPER LOVER CEE AND CASANOVA RUD, (OMA nt Jay) 
‘BUSY BEE (Strong City, August 7) 

POSITIVE K (First Priority, ate August) 

‘BIZ MARKIE, The Biz Never Sleeps 

(Cold Chitin’ fate summer) 

ERIC B. AND RAKIM (Uni, late summer) 

700 POETIC (ONA Int, fate summer) 

(QUEEN LATIFAH, At Wail The Queen 
(Tommy Boy, fate summer) 

‘MICHIE MEE (First Priority, fate September) 

‘PUBLIC ENEMY, Fear of a Black Planet (Oef lam, October) 
‘NICE (lve, summerital 
SCHOOLLY-D (ive, summerifall) 

‘MS. MELODIE (ive, summerifal) 

(DUJAZZY JEFF AND THE FRESH PRINCE ive, summerifl) 
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Titles not listed were unavailable at press time. 
—Bonz Malone and Robin Reinhardt 
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alkin’ ‘bout a sexual revolution, on- 

stage in Ann Arbor, Michigan, The Pur- 

suit Of Happiness edge in to their set. 
Back up singer Leslie Stanwyck transposes 
Exene and Martha Graham, street walking 
and snake charming. Drummer Dave Gilby 
and bassist Johnny Sinclair, built like broth- 
ers, throw thug weight into the backbeat. Kris 
Abbott, a hippy-cowgirl-punk beneath blonde 
waves, traverses all axes, shaking more sugar 
into the harmonies, tossing her hair AC/DC 
style, shoulder to shoulder with Moe Berg’s 
fierce, ethereal frontline persona. 

Midway through the set, the sell-out crowd 
is clamoring for the heading Replace- 
ments. Oblivious, an intemally fueled ma- 
chine, TPOH solder metal leads to Raspberries 
‘melody. A cheer ud ises when Berg breaks 
to blaspheme MTV: “They don't play my video. 
Guess | didn’t make enough rock faces. You 
oe, the kind Eddie Murphy calls fuck 


Rough enough to attract Ax! Rose to their 
shows in Los Angeles, bubbly enough to sat- 
isfy a stadium of Duran Duran fans in New 
York, Love Junk, The Pursuit Of Happiness's 
Todd Rundgren-produced debut, finesses the 
subtleties of adult romance: loving, fucking, 
‘petting fucked and growing up to reckon the 
difference. Berg's passionate scenarios are 
shot through with infidelity and communica- 
tion breakdown, but even when wiser means 
warier, there's no escaping desire. His 
lyrics—sensitive, sultry, explicit—strobe 
white hot, exposing lust unbracketed by age. 
In “Beautiful White” he chronicles the excite- 
ment of watching a true love casually strip. 
Familiar details—"the sweater | gave her 
last Christmas falls to the floor’—heighten 
the anticipation. “Hanky Panky” is a favorite 


TPOH encore. 

“I'm An Adult Now,” The Pursuit Of Happi- 
‘ness’s hit single, documents a moment rock 
has persistently avoided: the “oh shit” sen- 
sation when the teen fairy tale ends and the 
rent comes due. Generational barriers fall; re- 
bels without cause find themselves grounded 
in legitimate disgruntiement; defiant [er 
cent thrills become shared escapes. There's 
no longer any reason to hide the bottle,“ 
got my own reasons to drink now, think I'll 
my Dad up and invite him,” Berg snarls, a hint 
of boyishness persisting through the angry 
litany of complaints. For the first time, aging 
becomes imaginable, women can be too 
young, music too loud. Jackhammer rhythm 
and feat FY deny the content, arguing 
anywhere there's discontent, rock will serve. 

IH has been called “thinking peoples’ 
1 Berg deflects. “I'm not an intel- 
is is the first time in my life | con- 
ceptualized something and made it happen.” 
Luminous and slight, his blue eyes beam ul- 
tra-violet behind = glasses. Offstage, 
he's understated, polite, prefacing comments 
with modest disclaimers. “| wanted a rock 
band that would play real loud pop songs, 
with strong back-up vocals, and lyrics that 
take a 29-year-old's perspective. AS people 
‘grow older, music doesn't speak to them any- 
more and ‘they find themselves listening to 
‘songs, ae for teens. The worst part is 
when 3( 






C 
memorized the Top 40—“artist, sgt tas 
bel” He admired guitar heroes like Van Halen, 
Jeff Beck and Johnny Winter and watched his 
father play in country bands. He modelled his, 
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Clockwise from far left: 
Kris Abbot, Johnny 
Sinclair, Dave Gilby, 
Leslie Stanwyck, Moe 


ff. 


anity 


Walking the line between hard pop 
ae 
and hard rock, between adolescent music 
EET 
and adult life, The Pursuit Of Happiness 
aaa) 


come up with reasons to be cheerful, 


Iyrics on the honest, sharply drawn commen- 
taries of Lou Reed, Joni Mitchell and Pete 
Townshend. “They taught me the words have 
to be as good as the music.” After gaining a 
local reputation in bands like the punk bub- 
blegum M.0.R.ons, he moved to Toronto with 
drummer Gilby. Toting his guitar and amp 
around the burgeoning Queen Street club 
‘scene (spawning ground for the Cowboy Junk- 
ies and Blue Rodeo), Berg showcased his ma- 
terial solo, until he met bassist Sinclair, and 
‘TPOH began to fuse. “I didn't know how this 
would go, a confessional lyric style with hard 
rock” Berg shrugs. ‘"The combination cer- 
tainly wasn't prevalent.” 

A month after Stanwyck and Abbott com- 
pleted the present line-up in January 1988, 
‘TPOH journeyed through western Canada, 
ten driving 24 hours straight between clubs, 
“You figure out bret fast that way if it’s go- 
ing to work,” notes Abbott. Stanwyck, an ac- 
complished pianist with ten years of 
conservatory traning hhad never been on tour 
before. “I was terrified. One van, all these 
strangers. | had just broken up with my boy- 
friend and was crying my eyes out. Tee Isat 
down and found Dave had slipped a whoopee 
cushion onto my seat. By the time that was 


id “roadworthy,” as Abbott 
ieir first formal studio experi- 
ence. Love Junk was recorded and mixed in 
three weeks. “For the most part the LP is live 
with some guitar solo overdubs,” she recalls. 
“"We had some fears going in,” interjects 
Kilby. “We had read all these interviews with 
XTC’s Andy Partridge about what a problem 
Todd was.” Even Berg, a Rundgren fanatic, 
got “cold feet.” “I was apprehensive because 
of his reputation, but as soon as we met, all 
those feelings went out the window. | can’t 
imagine a more ultimate experience for a 
band hd erg album,” says Stanwyck. 
“1 don't think there's anything about it we 
would change.” 

Saturday night, Chicago. Backstage, Berg 
downs aspirin and gargles with Listerine. The 
bus gave out near the Canadian border in 
‘sub-zero weather about a week ago; a na; 
ing cold is being passed around ‘te pup. 


hour, nothing can touch us. If I'm feeling 
down or tired | tell Kris let's play on each other. 
It always lifts my spirit.” Between Berg and 
Kilby, no discussion is required. When the 
band hits the stage, it’s clear the machine 
hhas been slightly re-tuned to give Berg more 
‘support. The rhythm section adds ooomph, 
while Berg stabs his guitar neck at the press- 
ing fans and sings with as much abandon as 
he can allow. During the last song of the set 
(two encores will follow) a couple who say 
they came “to get away from the kids” dance 
next to a strapping brute in flannel and 
leather, while behind them a nerdy mirror im- 
age of Berg bellows along with “I’m An Adult 
Now.” It’s an unlikely party, full of people who 
probably wouldn't meat otherwise. 

“Happiness means something different to 
everyone,” Berg says. “It's about seeking 
fireioe and it's something everyone can re- 
fate to.” 

“Happiness,” wrote Colette, in an era when 
contentment and the avant-garde weren't 
mutually exclusive, “is a kind of genius.” 


—Rosemary Passantino 
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The Dish, The Dirt. The Inside Dope 
SUSSED BY DANNY FIELDS 


Diana, Princess of Wales, told Erasure backstage after the Prince's 
‘Trust benefit that their record The Innocents is the current favorite 
of Prince William, future King of England. ® While the Beastie Boys 
and Capitol Records decide exactly when to release Paul's Boutique, 
former label Def Jam is setting unused Beastie vocals to new beats, 
and calling their album The Whitehouse. © Jody Watley is currently 
on a national headline tour through August. The tour is her first 
ever. | Iggy Pop is at home in New York writing songs for his Virgin 
label debut. Don't hold your breath for anything this year. ® Deacon 
Blue's LP When The World Knows Your Name, which entered the 
British charts at #4, is out here this month. § For her new album 
(word is an autumn release), Ofra Haza recorded seven songs in New 
York with Arif Mardin, two in LA with Thomas Dolby, some more stuff 
in Switzerland with Yello. @ Public Enemy's Chuck D., producer _—_The Beastie Boys (I-r): Ad-Rock, MCA and Mike D. 
Hank Shocklee, and former Def Jam veep Bill Stephney are start- 
ing their own label and production company, tentatively named after an AIDS research group. “It's going to be a mixture of blues, 
metal, rap and world beat, whatever is persuasive musically,” says Stephney. "= Two months after it debuted, “Yo! MTV Raps,” a one- 
hour hip hop program produced by Jonathan Demme's son Ted and hosted by Fab 5 Freddy, was already the highest-rated show on the 
network. MTV's average prime time rating is a 0.9 share; "Yo!""'s unofficial share is 1.7. ® Syd Straw, who sang with the Golden 
Palominos in the mid-80s, has released a solo LP, Surprise, that features contributions by Michael Stipe, Daniel Lanois, Marshall 
Crenshaw and Don Was. " The John Cougar Mellencamp-produced James MeMurtry (son of Larry “Last Picture Show” McMurtry) 
debut LP is due out this month, Mellencamp and senior McMurtry are friends from an aborted movie project. ® Bryan Adams entered an 
LAstudio in May to begin work for an October album produced by Steve Lillywhite. During a mid-month break, Adams went to London 
tovisit sweetheart Vicki Russell, Ken's daughter, and to get inspiration for songs. " Volume three of "Just Say Yes,” called Just Say Mao, 
is out on CD only. Its 20 songs include a live version of Lou Reed's “Straw Man” recorded during his first Broadway run, the first solo track 
from Depeche Mode’s Martin Gore (album out in the fall), and the Replacements’ “Date to Church,” a duet with Paul Westerberg and Tom 
Waits. If your record store wants more than $6.00, it's a rip-off; Sire gets nothing more on this one than good will, ® With ex-Smith 
Johnny Marr, Matt Johnson's band The The is complete. The album Mind Bomb is out this month; the first-ever world tour begins next. 
Contrary to prevailing rumors Billy Idol will not appear in the film‘*Ford Fairlane" with Andrew Dice Clay; but he did perform two songs 
at girlfriend Perri Lister's birthday partywhich coincided with the opening of her Hollywood club Puresex.® Warren Zevon is recording an 
album due in late fall. ® Teddy Riley and his group Guy did the theme song, "My Fantasy,” for the movie "Ghostbusters II." Bobby 
Brown wrote two songs exclusively for the soundtrack, '‘On Our Own’' and ‘We're Back." © Top 40 couple-of-the-month Tommy Page 
and Martika have been cuddling and writing songs together. '! Ringo Starr tours the US for the first time this summer. Expect Peter 
Frampton on guitar and Jack Bruce on bass. Former bandmate Paul is currently weighing road options. ® Joe Jackson takes an 11-piece 
band on the road, starting June 24 in New Haven, Connecticut. Rick Astley is currently on his first big US tour, which began on the East 
Coast and ends in Portland, Oregon, on August 12. The production is described as ‘'major."" @ Daniel Lanois wanted to record Bob Dylan 
in Santa Fe, but Dylan objected to mountainous altitudes. I can't sing up there,” he told Lanois. “'I need to be close to the ground.” 
They're recording in New Orleans. ® The Brandos make their major label debut on RCA in August.® Sophisticated scene-watchers 
claim Warren Beatty is not Madonna's beau; the male lead in her “Like a Prayer” video is. | Andrew McCusky of Orchestral 
Manoeuvres In The Dark is working on a solo LP. ® Paul Simonon, former Clash bassist, has formed a new band called Havana 3am. 
Clash drummer Topper Headon joined up for a time, but he's more interested in jazz now, where Simonon's focused on modem 
rock'n'roll. Headon’s pursuing the jazz thing; Havana 3am’s looking for a label. !' Look for ‘The Texas Chainsaw Massacre III" in late 
September. ® Thin White Rope are in the studio and will have an album out in early fall. ® When Cinderella headlined at the Spectrum 
in their hometown of Philadelphia, the mayor's office gave them a Liberty Bell replica, the city’s highest honor. Coincidentally, lead singer 
Tom Keifer wrote under his high-school yearbook picture that his life's ambition was to appear at the Spectrum. A great thrill all around. @ 
After her summer tour, Paula Abdul will choreograph Oliver Stone's film version of “Evita” starring Meryl Streep. = Harry Connick Jr. 
did the score for Rob Reiner’s summer film, "When Harry Met Sally,” described as an update of “Annie Hall” starring Billy Crystal and Meg 
Ryan. After a chat with Reiner, Harry Jr. excitedly hung up the phone saying to Harry Sr., "Dad! That was Meathead!” @ DJ Jazzy Jeff and 
the Fresh Prince have the most successful call-in phone line ever. On its first anniversary, 1-900-909-JEFF had received over three 
million calls at $2.00 per (with additional charges depending on how long you want to listen). i= Red Lorry Yellow Lorry will release a 
new album in the fall. The Whole Earth Catalog is now available in a floppy disk version. = Youssou N'Dour releases his Virgin debut. 
The Lion, this month. The album features a collaboration with N'Dour's fan Peter Gabriel, called “Women's Day—Shaking the Tree.""@ 
Mystery novelist Kinky Friedman has been commissioned to write the screenplay for a Mojo Nixon feature, tentatively titled “Citizen 
Mojo.” & Fundamentalists Anonymous, an organization fighting Fundamentalist censorship, has called for a Pepsi-Cola boycott. Their 
slogan is “No Madonna, No Pepsi.” “This is not just an issue for Madonna fans,” says FA’s cofounder Richard Yao. “It's an issue for every 
American who believes in freedom of expression.”’ ® Sylvester Stallone makes TV commercials for ham in Japan. ! Bono recently read 
the works of his peer William Butler Yeats on stage at Abbey Theatre in Dublin. He played a little acoustic guitar, too. U2 will tour obscure 
countries around the world, with no US dates in ‘89. ® Jack Nicholson's sequel to “Chinatown,” called “The Two Jakes,” is due for 
release on December 18 (so it can qualify for 1989 Oscar nominations) in New York and LA, nationally three days later. ® Rappers 2 
Live Crew have donated $1,000 to the Names Project for AIDS research, and now endorse a custom-made rubber, ‘Homeboy Condoms, 
The Freshest Wrap in Town. Yo! Be Safe!" 
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Buffalo Gal 


Neneh Cherry always hangs in a buffalo stance. She'll give you love, 
baby, not romance. So don’t get fresh with her. 


Article by John Leland 


¢ 


When Neneh Cherry's “Buffalo Stance” came out last spring, it was a revelation. Rap and 
funk, it was also something in between: a secret history that began with Malcolm McLaren’s 
“Buffalo Gals” and made all the contradictions—national, racial, musical—not just compati- 
ble but exciting. She was breathy but cool, a black New Yorker reborn through postpunk 
London, tapping England’s fascination with New York black music and sending it back home 
with a spin. She was the corner homegirl dancing through producer Bomb the Bass’s in- 
credibly stylish groove, checking out the beautiful gigolo boys but dissing them as they 
walked by. The fact that she was living large, in the family sense, only made it more exciting. 
It was street music, but you couldn't tell from what street. 

“It’s down some street,” she says, in a voice that is another clue to the secret history, part 
black Brooklyn, part cockney. She is sitting in her West London backyard with her four- 
week-old daughter, Tyson, asleep in her lap. “I don’t consider my music black music, but it’s 
definitely street. Growing up, | was exposed to lots of different music—mainly jazz, but also 
soul and funk, and various ethnic musics. We tried to combine it all in a healthy way. That's 
just the way I hear things. The thing that holds it together is the rawness.” 

The stepdaughter of Don Cherry, pioneer of the Sixties free jazz avant-garde, Neneh grew 
upin Brooklyn, on the road and in Scandinavia. Ornette Coleman was a fixture in her child- 
hood home. She remembers her stepfather walking through the Brooklyn streets playing a 
flute, or playing an African hunting guitar on the subway. “My dad taught me alot about the 
power of music,” she says. “I've seen him melt people with his music.” 

She dropped out of school at 14 and moved to London two years later, in 1980. After sing- 
ing briefly with the Slits, she joined Rip Rig + Panic, an offshoot of the Pop Group, one of 
England’s most abrasive and funky late-punk bands. A black New Yorker, born in Stock- 
holm, and in 1982 carrying her first light-skinned baby, she revealed half the secret history 
in the band’s roaring, punky blurts, which looked at deep American funk but never quite 
touched. She added some hints in 1986 with the original version of “Buffalo Stance,” pro- 
duced by Stock, Aitken and Waterman. The rest didn’t come out until her new album. 

Raw Like Sushi, named atter a Big Daddy Kane boast that passed into British slang, turns 
all the contradictions loose in the house of love, where men and women do the things they 
do, but rarely on pop records—wear padded bras, sip beer through straws, and split at the 
dead-wrong times. “I'm a woman with something to say, but I don’t like calling myself a 
feminist, ‘cause I don’t like tagging myself anything. I'd rather say that I'm a womanist than 
a feminist. I've found in my few years that things aren’t always men’s fault. Women tend to 
blame guys alot for the shortcomings in relationships, but it takes two to make one. But you 
have to be strong. That's what I try to inject into my songs.” 

The first words on the album are, “Stop that scratching and give me a beat.” The last words 


are, “I came already. Stop it.” Pretty much sums it all up. S 
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On his 19th album, David Bowie wanted to be a member of the band. Not the star, just the singer. Tired of frying to recreate 
the financial success of Let’s Dance, he assembled Tin Machine to make the sort of music he wanted to listen to. 


hen David Bowie first called guitarist 

Reeves Gabrels to his studio in Swit- 

zerland last May to talk about putting 

together a band, Bowie played him 
some records. Cream and Hendrix, and also Neu, 
Philip Glass and Glenn Branca, Gabrels was becom- 
ing more and more interested in Branca, in the sound 
of the string being struck rather than the notes them- 
selves. They watched CNN. And they read: a Gala 
and Salvador Dali recipe book (she wrote the recipes, 
he did the presentation of the food), books on medi- 
eval and renaissance art (they talked about the intro- 


duction of the flying buttress and cathedrals of noise), 
and books on recent deconstructivist architecture 
(Bowie pointed out the similarities between the 
buzzes, clicks and pops in Gabrels's guitar playing 
and the way deconstructivists rip away the comer of a 
building to expose its internal structure). They also lis- 
tened to Little Richard. Bowie sang along with the sax 
parts. When Gabrels returned to Switzerland in Au- 
gust, they put all of this—the power trio, the serialism, 
the news, the art and architecture, and the Little Rich- 
into Tin Machine. 
If 1983's Let's Dance was synth-pop without the 


Article by Joe Levy 


synths, Tin Machine is noise rock without the noise. 
‘Aggressive, direct, brutal and stylishly plain, it com- 
bines the energy of the rock avant-garde with tradi- 
tional R&B rhythmic punch, At 42 (four years younger 
than Mick Jagger; 13 years older than Prince), Bowie 
is trying to recapture a blast of rock’s sonic youth 

here's more than money moving here,” he sings on 
the title track, “‘There’s mindless maggot glare 
Fractured words and Branca-soni 

By now Bowie is a career chameleon; his talent for 
changing shapes is just as important as the shapes he’s 
changed into. With Tin Machine he steps into the 





background and lets Gabrels and bassist and drum- 
mer Tony and Hunt Sales (who first worked with Bow- 
ie on Iggy Pop's Lust For Life) give him some shape. 
The music they make is rough but sleek rock. In the 
videos Bowie wears a scruff beard and a $1,200 suit. 


‘SPIN: What's a Tin Machine? 

HUNT SALES: | don’t know. What is a Led Zeppelin? 
What is a Strawberry Alarm Clock? It was either going 
to be Tin Machine or Liquid Chicken. What's in a 
name? What's in Tin Machine? Hunt Sales, Tony 
Sales, Reeves Gabrels and David Bowie. Tin Machine 
is not a David Bowie record. Tin Machine is a band. 








Reeves Gabrels first met David Bowie during the 1987 
Glass Spider tour, backstage after a show in New York 
City. Gabrels's wife, Sarah, was working as Bowie's 
press coordinator on the tour. “He thanked me for 
loaning my wife to him and then we watched a rerun 





Drummer Hunt Sales 


of ‘Fantasy Island,’” says Gabrels. “I was on guard. | 
wanted to like him because I'd always loved his mu- 
sic.” At 17 Gabrels bought his first electric guitar, a 
Les Paul, because he'd seen a picture of Bowie guitar- 
ist Mick Ronson with one. Throughout the tour Ga- 
brels's wife never mentioned that her husband was a 
guitarist. When it was over she gave Bowie a tape of 
Gabrels's playing, edits of solos and interesting guitar 
bits. 

“Eight months went by and he called when we were 
in London—I was actually in the States finishing up 
some demos with Rubber Rodeo; he spoke to Sarah— 
and said, “really like this, why didn’t anyone tell me 
Reeves played guitar?’ He had listened to the tape and 
wanted to get together some time. And after the whole 
thing with Sarah and the tour the stigma of superstar- 
dom had long ago dissipated. He called us at Christ- 
mas. We were out, so we got the message on the 
machine. There was a very casual friendly thing hap- 
pening already. When | got back from the States | just 
sent hima card saying, ‘Thanks for listening to the tape 
and if you want to work on demos or anything I'd be 
glad to help out.’ He called me two days later and 
said, ‘Well, I'm doing this benefit for the Institute for 
Contemporary Art, but the real reason I’m calling is | 
don’thave to do an album fora couple more years, but 
I really want to try and do something | wanttto listen to. 
The kind of music that | like. And from listening to the 
tape | think you're the guitarist I'm looking for.’ ” 


Tony and Hunt Sales first met David Bowie in the hey- 
day of Max’s Kansas City in the early 70s. They were 
sitting with Alice Cooper and Todd Rundgren (whose 
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Guitarist Reeves Gabrels 


first two solo albums they played on) when someone 
came over and introduced Bowie, who sat down. 
‘Tony was 17, Hunt was 15, and they were both Bowie 
fans, but they weren't in awe of him. “Soupy Sales was 
my father and | grew up with that kind of celebrity,” 
says Tony. ‘There were kids sleeping outside my 
house 24 hours a day. So the celebrity part of it didn’t 
impress me. | could relate to him as a person rather 
than a symbol or something.’” 

In 1988, Tony ran into Bowie at a wrap party for the 
Glass Spider tour in LA. “I looked over and he was 
sitting in the comer in the dark and nobody was really 
hanging around him. So | went over and I said, ‘Hey, 
buddy!" And he looked over and he said, ‘Tony!’ He 
flipped out, jumped up, put his arms around me. I was 
just thinking about you. Let me tell you what I've been 
thinking about.’ He told me some ideas of what he 
wanted to get together, but he didn’t have the right 
players, he didn’t know who he was going to get. And | 


Bassist Tony Sales 


had just showed up. So it was a good kind of fate that 
we had run into each other. So he said, ‘Do you want 
to goto Switzerland and write and record this thing?’ | 
said, ‘Sure.’ So we were hanging out in the hotel room 
andhe said, ‘We need a drummer.’ And | said, ‘Should 
Icall the drummer?’ And he said, ‘Sure. Call the drum- 
mer.’ 








SPIN: What's a Tin Machine? 

TONY SALES: | don’t know. | can’t put a point on 
where that came from. I'd rather it came from every- 
one else's imagination. 


REEVES GABRELS: The first couple of days, | had nev- 
ermet Hunt and Tony, so it was a little tentative. Hunt 
and Tony Sales who played on Lust For Life and David 
Bowie and this guy from Boston. There was a little bit 
of, “Hey kid, gimme your guitar. Why don’t you try 
this?” They did that for a couple of days and finally | 
said, Look, I'Iltry anybody's ideas but we're going to 
try mine first.”” 


TONY SALES: We were so sick of turning on the radio 
and hearing disco and dance music and drum ma- 
chines; all that stuff, which | think in the business they 
call “crap.” We went to a club one night with Julien 
Temple and the three of us were talking. It was just 
ridiculous. There’s nothing really happening that we 
liked to listen to. 


HUNT SALES: It was an extension from the days of 
Iggy. It’s not like | was hired by David to go out on 
tour. We worked together on this, we didn’t work for 


him, David had the record deal and the facility to put 
this together, but it was honestly a matter of sitting 
down and hashing out ideas together. When you're 
bigger and well-known you have everyone's eyes on 
you. You're nota little band in the garage. But it wasn’t 
like coming in and David having 40 songs for us to 
record. It was very much a group effort. 


TONY SALES: We wrote and recorded 35 songs in six 
weeks. We were just thinking about doing a project 
that would put an end to rock'n'roll. 


HUNT SALES: Sometimes we'd be working long days 
recording and we were burnt so we'd call my dad up 
and get some jokes, like a care package. 


REEVES GABRELS: Everybody around us was com- 
menting that it was like a band. We had those little in- 
jokes. They're Soupy Sales's sons so there's all of this, 
“Why does an elephant have four feet? Because 12 
inches wouldn't be enough.” Or, ‘These two guys are 
walking down the street and they see a dog sitting on 
the curb licking his testicles and one guy says to the 
other, ‘Boy, | wish | could do that.’ And the other guy 
says, ‘Well, go ahead, but you better pat him on the 
head first’”” They've got delivery, too, these guys. The 
way bands develop riff vocabularies where they have 
a way of playing—for lack of a better example, early 
Mahavishnu Orchestra—you develop these things in 
the way you speak and in rhythmic figures. 


HUNT SALES: | think David is really singing good on 
this record. It makes it fresh. It frees him up to do what 
he wants. He doesn’t have to make all the decisions. 
He doesn’t have to arrange all the music. Because god 
knows he’s had enough bands. 


REEVES GABRELS: It kept David from thinking too 
much. I'm sure he thinks, “I could have written a bet- 
ter couplet there.” But it’s honest and immediate. | 
could play anything on that record technically better. 
But most of the stuff | thought of as | played it. You get 
technique but you lose emotion. So if there’s a point of 
comparison with Dinosaur Jr. or Sonic Youth it’s some 
of those traits they have that we have. Honesty. You 
find that in real country music and non-Spryo Gyra 
jazz, 


TONY SALES: It’s not inhibited anywhere. The aban- 
don with which Reeves plays—there’s no avenue for 
that to be exhibited anywhere. That's been cut down 
by corporate structures to the point where even Mick 
Jagger has drum machines on his album. And as far as 
I'm concerned that isn’t human. 


SPIN: What’s a Tin Machine? 

REEVES GABRELS: There's a song called “Tin Ma- 
chine’ on the album. The figure in that could be an 
authority figure. It could be a time machine: “I want to 
go back” or “I want to go forward.” It could bea send- 
up of Led Zeppelin or Iron Butterfly. It worked on a 
number of levels for us. The archaic—the idea of tin, 
which is still everywhere: tin cans, when you go to 
supermarket; when you walk down the street you find 
rusting tin. It’s such a supposedly archaic material, but 
it’s everywhere. Sort of like the idea of us playing this 
music and not using drum machines and sequencers 
and things like that. There’s a point at which it con- 
nects. At least for us. And the final thing, for lack of a 
better name. There’s something vaguely Monkees- 
like, or for a worse comparison, Bad Company-like 
about having a song with your name on it. Hopefully 
we'll stand taller than that. 6 
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THE CURE 


MELTS DOW 


Their concerts have inspired full-scale riots and onstage suicide attempts. They 
represent a youth culture as vital as heavy metal or hip hop. They wear 
better makeup than you. And at the height of their success, they say 
this might be the end. 


Article by Ted Mico 


hen the Cure performed in Argentina 
and Brazil two years ago, thousands of 
fans who could not get tickets began ri- 
ting in the streets. The turmoil spread 
into the stadiums, until the military had 
to be called in to quell the unrest. “Bodies were carried 
out by the hundreds,” says leader Robert Smith, “but the 
survivors still chanted madly for more. The crowd surged 
forward and despite the high barricades and higher police 
the battle began. By halfway through the set in Brazil 
there were several uniformed men on fire and most peo- 
ple took cover from the ceaseless and merciless rain of 
coins, seats, stones and glass aimed at the authorities. | 
couldn't wait to get away. Half the stadium was ablaze. 
Outside, the ground looked like downtown Beirut and at 
‘one point | thought it unlikely we'd escape unscathed.” 
The Cure are the most unlikely pop band of the Eight- 
ies. With little radio play, even in England, they have col- 
lected a string of hit singles. They rarely tour the US, but 
last time managed to sell out Madison Square Garden. 
They have never espoused any political stance, yet Presi- 
dent Mitterand recently invited them to Paris. They are, in 
their own words, “a willfully obscure band” that has nev- 
ertheless sold over eight million records. Now, at the 
height of their popularity, they are threatening to call it 
quits 
After 13 years and 11 albums, the Cure have discov- 
ered immense popularity despite themselves. They just 
don’t belong. The band, like Robert Smith, are a mass of 
contradictions. He can act with the malice of the Great 
Dictator, yet wants to be Mary Poppins. He's been called 
the last of the doomed poets, yet leads an incredibly mur 
dane life, in which the highlights include soap operas, 
snooker, watching football and eating curry. He's never 


believed in Santa Claus, yet still cries when Dumbo's 
mother gets imprisoned 

So who the hell does Robert Smith think he is? 

“I'm not who other people think | am,” Smith says. 
“I'm not a miserable bastard. I'm a clown, sometimes, 
Sometimes I'm serious. Deadly serious.” 

Who does he want to be? 

“Robert Smith—the last man to pass through the star 
gate in ‘2001’ and the first man to arrive on the other 
side.” 

To further confuse the issue, the singer is also a self- 
confessed liar. Can anyone believe what he says? 

“Yes,’” he says, meaning no. “I do trick people, and 
myself sometimes. But through experience, people that 
like the group know that we're not going to let them 
down—for example, by doing things that are crass. As a 
kid, | can remember liking people like David Bowie and 
feeling really let down when they cocked things up and 
did something really stupid. Even now | still feel that. I'm 
convinced that if your whole attitude is right then you'll 
start to appeal to people on a deeper level than just musi- 
cally. People now trust us.”” 


same year the Sex Pistols changed modern music 

with the single,“Anarchy in the UK." Straight outof 
high school, they called themselves the Easy Cure, which 
they quickly shortened. “We arrived in an era of neg 
tively named bands, says Smith, “and the name the Cure 
was a positive statement. We wanted to provide some 
hope for people by seeing us in the charts. People think, 
“4¥ they can do it like that, with music that doesn’t con- 
form, then we can doit like we want to.’ Part of the motive 


| ike most English acts, the band formed in 1976, the 
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Robert Smith: “We love cultivating that gloomy goth image, but it’s hard to stop smiling.” 


in forming the band was to present an alternative. We 
used to go off on tour with the sole intention of upset- 
ting as many people in the shortest time possible. 
We've inspired a lot of groups that have nothing musi- 
cally in common. The success of 17 Seconds {their 
second album, released May 1980] allowed the band 
to reinvest in the group, meaning they would be self- 
sufficient and not owe the record company money, 
which gives them power over you. 

“The money that we've earned has bought us free- 
dom. Ittook a long time, but now we can even support 
ourselves, We don’t have to pander to anyone.” 

The Cure are one of those precious few bands 
who've achieved their success without compromise 
or embarrassment, who've refused to conform to ex- 
pectation or acquiesce to the dictates of the time. Like 
New Order, the band has always been in control of its 
record company and refuses to be led into blind 
alleys. 

“New Order were always the most obvious parallel 
with us, although they trade on their reputation a little 
more than we do because they've been blessed with 
legendary status through the death of lan Curtis. 

“It’s a very difficult position to get in and stay in 
The Bunnymen almost did it and the Banshees should 
have done it. The difference between us and these two 
groups is that the only thing the Cure take seriously is 
what's brought out on record or when we perform for 
the two hours we're onstage. Everything else is treated 
with a certain amount of disrespect—even each oth- 
er. There've been several things we've done where 
we've looked ridiculous and people could have 
thought, ‘Oh God, the Cure, what a desperately unhip 
group.’ In fact it’s worked the opposite way and every- 
one thought, ‘How brilliant that they care so little 
about what they look like.’ Our videos have rein- 
forced our appeal and meant no one could accuse us 
of being precious about what we look like. A group 
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like the Banshees would find it very difficult to do any- 
thing like that.” 

Tony Pope, the quixotic video director behind all 
the Cure videos since 1984, describes the band as the 
most stupid and most intelligent he's ever worked 
with. Pope has always tried to undermine the gloomy 
Cure myth. For the “Lovecats” video, Pope got the 
keys to a deserted house on the auspices of buying the 
place. The band began an all-night party and shot the 
video when they were too drunk to care and returned 
the keys to the estate agent the next morning. For 

“Why Can't | Be You” he had Smith dressed in a polar 
bear suit 

“When we started doing wacky videos,” recalls 
Smith, “the Bunnymen and New Order saw that it 
didn’t do us any harm and decided to follow our lead, 
although they'd be reluctant to admit as much. Espe- 
cially after ‘Lovecats,’ groups realized that the audi- 
ence welcomed that sense of humor. We love 
cultivating that gloomy goth image, but it’s hard to 
stop smiling.” 

On their last British TV appearance, three months 
‘ago, Smith arrived on stage with smudged lipstick and 
eye makeup that made him look like a panda. The 
show’s producers refused to allow the band to play 
until the offending powder and paste was removed. 
Smith wouldn’t compromise and after hours of argu- 
ment, the executives finally relented. Another guest 
on the show, Diana Ross, was distinctly unimpressed, 
but the Cure had a Top 5 single and once again the 
establishment was forced to swallow hard. 

“The Robert Smith on TV or video isn’t the real Rob- 
ert Smith. We go on TV and look completely out of 
place and scare everyone and take the piss. Outsiders 
think it’s really strange, but our fans know what's go- 
ing on. It’s not pantomime. It’s not me.” 

In England these antics have made the Cure an insti- 
tution, but in America they remain an enigma: a band 





that gets little radio play but managed to sell a million 
copies of their last album. Like Depeche Mode, who 
drew 68,000 people to the Pasadena Rose Bowl foot- 
ball stadium to celebrate publicly some very private 
music, the Cure and its supporters are one of Ameri- 
a's more obvious secrets, a youth culture as substan- 
tial and central to people's lives as heavy metal’s or 
hip hop’s. They are an obsession. The last time the 
Cure played in San Francisco, on July 27, 1986, a 
member of the audience climbed up onstage and 
stabbed himself repeatedly in the chest. The crowd of 
18,000, thinking this to be part of the entertainment, 
cheered wildly. 

“We find Americans a little obsessive and sinister,” 
says Smith. 





wacky kind of pop band. | think that'll 
change with the new album.” 

After Kiss Me Kiss Me Kiss Me, the album that finally 
broke the band in America, and that Smith now dis- 
misses as having been “too easy to make,’’ Smith de- 
cided not to pursue this success. “I think that we are, 
in an old-fashioned sense, an albums band, even 
though we've had a string of hit pop singles. Everyone 
wanted us to carry on down the road of singles like 
“Why Can't Be You’ and ‘Hot Hot Hot,’ but we didn’t. 
That is the beauty of your willfully obscure band. | 
didn’t want to get locked into another round of Star 
Hits interviews and decided to do something with a 
little bit more substance.” 

The result is Disintegration, which abandons the 
deranged hedonism of Kiss Me Kiss Me Kiss Me and 
the fragments of dreams and ghoulish nightmares that 
rippled through 1985's Head On The Door. Instead 
Smith has reverted back to his main themes of love, 
desperation, desolation and self-deprecation. 

“I think it harks back to Faith and the period of ‘80- 
"81, The last album, Kiss Me was more of a party rec- 
ord. Before we even started rehearsing, | had the title 
‘Disintegration’ and | wanted the album's end to.con- 
vey an actual feeling of disintegration. Originally | 
was going to take perverse satisfaction in making a 
depressing album. There were these suicides in New 
Zealand which made the front page of the newspapers 
‘over there. These two boys had been listening to us 
when they killed themselves and the headline read 
something like ‘Gothic Cult Suicide.’ We had this 
stuck on the wall. | know it’s tragic, but at the same 
time it’s grimly funny because it obviously had noth- 
ing to do with us. We were just singled out, Everyone 
was joking about it being suicidal music and how | 
upset people with the words. This album was sup- 
posed to fulfill what was expected, but it hasn't 
worked out that way. They're certainly not uplifting, 
but there's a satisfaction that comes from listening to 
something that you know a lot's gone into. You can 
tell there are people involved and that those people 
care. | care a lot. 

“The only trouble with being that committed to the 
album is that I've taken everything to a ludicrous per- 
fectionist point where I'm fixated by it. So much has 
gone into it | just can’t let it go. I'll be an unbearable 
perfectionist for a certain amount of time, then it all 
falls apart and | couldn't give a shit about anything. | 
don’t ever seem to be able to enjoy a happy medium. | 
get obsessive about things and then take a step back 
and realize that none of it’s important. In my scheme 
of things this record means nothing to me sometimes, 
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Female Heavy Metal-ers were an 
idea whose time had come, but 
maybe just a little too early for 
the boys in the hallway. 


Article by Legs McNeil 





elanie was filling in the block letters P-A-N-D-O-R-A-S 

ae, on the dressing room wall. Sheri was in the corner 

bf JE pounding outa beat on her knees with her drumsticks. In 

¢ the doorway, Paula was comparing metal fashion tips 

with a mod-hippie turned headbanger. And Kim. .. well, 

Kim was lying on her back on the dressing room floor, looking at me up- 
side down as her huge breasts poured out of her black bustier. 

“always wanted to be famous...” she said between torrents of gig- 
gles. “...because I need attention: 

If Marilyn Monroe had been a Valley girl she would have sounded just 
like Kim. Same breathy voice and high-pitched squeal, same nasty habit 
of accenting the last syllable of every word so they fly to the ceiling in 
giddy expectation. The voice of pure tease. 

“just want, like, people to be after me, cuz, like | was never one of 
the crowd in high school. | was, like, more of a beanpole. But then | 
sprouted out. 

Kim batted her eyelashes and took a deep breath to accent her recent 
developments. Her chest rose high in a wanton flesh feast. Oh man, all | 
could think was dirty thoughts, the things | used to fantasize when I first 
heard rock’n’roll. Finally, | couldn't take any more. 

“Kim, just exactly when did you get those tits?” 

She looked down into them. “Well, it was pretty gradual, but like, 
they've definitely grown since I’ve been in the band...’” 

“A band,” | said. “So that’s the secret. No wonder there’s so many fe- 
male metal groups popping up these days.” 

Kim laughed as she shimmied a bit, causing her chest to wiggle, then 
licked her top lip. Itwas too much. Just then the Pandoras’ tour manager 
popped in to collect the girls for the short walk upstairs to the stage. Sud- 
denly all their cool evaporated; fashion panic took over. Sheri and Kim 
and Paula and Melanie were all bumping into each other, fighting for the 
mirror: adjusting bra straps and cleavage wells, and combing their hair 
hard with their fingernails for that “just been ravaged” look. A half hour 
later they finally made the stage, and blew main attraction Johnny Thun- 
ders away. 











No one ever thought they'd doit. Not really. Even in this post-femi- 
nist funtime, none of the guys ever believed that a bunch of girls 
could actually play heavy metal the way it’s supposed to be played: mu- 
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The beast with beauty: Rena (left) and Tina of Meanstreak, 
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sical madness with the power to launch a thousand 
nuclear missiles. Music for Armageddon. Which is 
what metal truly aspires to. Sure the women can rock, 
but can they destroy? And if they could, would they 
even want to? Or was it something else about metal— 
the clothes, the hair, the neat chains and leather— 
that they were drawn to? 

All the breast-bangers who have emerged in the 
last decade—Lita Ford, Doro Pesch of Warlock, 
Heart, Ann Boleyn, Pat Benatar, Bitch and even Joan 
Jett—sound like the Archies compared to the intensity 
of Metallica, Maybe it’s all Vixen’s fault, those West 
Coast button-nosed blondes (and one brunette) who. 
stand out as the most visible women in heavy metal. 
They made the Top 40 and MTV, but play a few 
notches wimpier than Bon Jovi. A pretty lame exam- 
ple if there ever was one. 

But you could feel the tremors, feel the negative 
ions buzzing in the air, building for a long time. In 
1975, the Runaways screamed the message thateven 
jailbait had the right to rock. That not only did poets 
priestesses and sex goddesses have the right 
for a shot at the title, but even everyone’s horny little 
sister and her sexy, malcontent, fuck-up friends. That 
authentic teenage girls had the same right to celebrate 
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the arrogance of youth that boys did, and could act 
just as stupid and pissed off in the process. 

“The Runaways,” says Joan Jett, “were five subur- 
ban girls who represented basically what teenage 
girls were like in America, and people didn’t want to 
know.” 

When Jett, Cherie Currie, Lita Ford, Jackie Fox and 
Sandy West formed the Runaways, living out mana- 
ger Kim Fowley’s wildest wet dream, itwas a hundred 
times more subversive than anything Malcolm 
McLaren concocted for the Sex Pistols. Bimbettes in 
leather and ripped blue jeans were finally running the 
asylum, Rock’n‘roll was supposed to be democratic, 
but not this democratic. 

“Mothers and fathers didn’t want to hear that their 
daughters smoked and drank and entertained 
thoughts of sex,” says Jett. “We were just telling the 
truth, and we got nailed for it.” 

The Runaways were eaten alive, but they left their 
roots, their possibilities. If Vixen were here, then 
were there also bonafide female killers, Frank Faz- 
zetti women armed for the ultimate metal show- 
down? Living and breathing metal Amazons—not the 
fantasies of boys’ tattoos or album covers, but genu- 
ine sex goddesses who rock’n’ruled? None of the 








boys really believed they existed. | had to find out. A 
Holy Quest to determine if the Beast also wore the 
face of the Beauty. 


You leave me so frustrated 
Once is not enough 

Ineed a certain satisfac-tion 
To get things do-one 

SIX TIMES A DAY 

INEED IT! 

SIX TIMES A DAY 

I WANT IT! 

SIX TIMES A DAY 

ORI CAN'T SLEEP AT NIGHT! 
SIX TIMES A DAY—HEY!!! 


‘Two songs into the set, the Pandoras are a mess of gui- 
tars and hair and sweaty cleavage, as good a rock- 
‘n’roll circus as you'd want to see. But not exactly 
heavy metal. More like the wild fun of the New York 
Dolls in their heyday. Which is not a bad place to be. 
And as they try for the music of ultimate destruction, 
the girls are finding a piece of the puzzle, a corner of 
the lost soul. In the beginning rock’n‘roll was sex. 
Even the term meant fornication. Just hearing it made 
girls wet, made guys want to become it to get into the 
wet 

The Pandoras, along with a growing number of 
heavy metal girls, have made rock'n'roll dirty again. 
Made it back into what Chuck Berry had in mind 
when he sang, “Maybelline/Why can't you be true/ 
You started back doing those things you used to do.” 
For 34 years, rock'n'roll has kept us enticed with the 
mystery and promise of just what Maybelline was do- 
ing. Intwo songs, the Pandoras spelled it all out. 


hey're not idiots, ya know what | mean, 

babe.” Michael Schnapp, director of Heavy 
Metal Promotions at Epic Records was saying as he 
lounged with his feet on his desk. Schnapp is a very 
likable, very round guy, in his late 20s, with shoulder- 
length brown hair, who looks more like a friendly pot- 
smoking gas station attendant than the record 
company executive he is. A nice guy. His only prob- 
lem is that he’s seen too many movies about how a 
rock manager is supposed to act, and punctuates ev- 
ery sentence with a “babe” or a “beautiful” or a 
“Don’t worry, | gotcha covered.” 

Besides his job in promotions, Michael handles 
one of the hottest nightclub acts in New York City. Be- 
fore he could sell me on his group's sterling moral 
characters, Queen Vixen, Venus Penis Crusher, and 
She-Fire stepped out of the elevator in their custom- 
ary outfits: blue-jean cut-offs over black stockings, 
thigh-high black dominatrix boots, and black fur- 
lined push-up bras or bustiers underneath black 
leather jackets underneath denim vests with colors 
proclaiming them, “THE CYCLE SLUTS FROM 
HELL.” 

“Hi, Michael!” 

“ehhh, how's it going babes, you guys all set for 
Metallica tonight?” 

“Oh yeah, we're gonna be schtuping tonight!,” 
they yelled, showing off their bad Yiddish. 

“We want total rock dudes!” 

“Time to find some trouble!” 

Nobody who can legally drink talks like this, but 
on the Cycle Sluts the affectation was charming. The 
Sluts—Queen Vixen, with the pale white makeup 
and beautiful long black straight hair; Venus Penis 
Crusher, an orangish-blonde who looks like a cross 
between a high fashion model and reform school 
trustee; She-Fire, a street waif with a bad perm; and 
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You may think you know Adrian Belew 
from his work with Talking Heads, King 
Crimson, Laurie Anderson and Frank 
Zappa. Or you may feel that his group 
The Bears tells the whole story. But to 
really get inside Adrian Belew's mind, 
you've got to get into his brand new 
album, MR. MUSIC HEAD (digitally 
recorded!), featuring the songs “OH 
DADDY" and “BAD DAYS.” Bonus 
track on the CD, too! 


“Big In Japan” made Alphaville big all 
over the world. Now, in their continuing 
quest to break new musical ground, 
they've adopted a darker, more mystical 
approach. Alphaville’s new album, 

THE BREATHTAKING BLUE, features 
the single, “ROMEOS.” 





Writing about Blue Rodeo last year, 
Rolling Stone stated flat out: “The best 





very well be Canadian.” This year 
Blue Rodeo has already been named 
“Canadian Group Of The Year.” On 
DIAMOND MINE, Blue Rodeo rounds up 
13 top-notch tunes like “DIAMOND 
MINE; “GOD & COUNTRY” and 


“HOW LONG!" (Ag) 











Marlene and Rena first got together and started 
Meanstreak, never admitting to themselves that that’s 
what they were doing, because, as all their boyfriends 
told them, women just didn’t play heavy metal. 


the absent Honey One-Per-Center, a cheerleader 
turned Amazon—all carried vague traces of having 
once been other people. Not girls who grew up in 
trailer parks, roadhouses and diesel truck stops, like 
their moniker implied, but worse: Middle-American 
suburban girls. Queen Vixen is also Raphaela, a shy 
bookworm from the resort town of Trevor City, Michi- 
gan. Venus Penis Crusher is Ginny, a former model 
from Minnesota. These are women who were once 
on the track to somewhere else, like stenography 
school, but somewhere along the line realized they 
had grown up all wrong. And soon after, decided to 
go back and do adolescence over the way they al- 
ways wanted to. 

Queen Vixen, Venus Penis Crusher, She-Fire and 
Honey One-Per-Center had begun their metal career 
as waitresses at downtown Manhattan's Pyramid 
Club, where they formed the Cycle Sluts From Hell as 
an imaginary gang of women who could do as they 
pleased without worrying about the consequences. It 
was a way to re-invent themselves as outrageously as 
their male metal counterparts, and it wasn’t long be- 
fore their alter egos began to have more exciting lives 
than their former selves. The life of a Cycle Slut was 
addictive, and too much fun not to explore further. 
After assembling a band of male back-up musicians, 
they began playing clubs with all four girls on lead vo- 
cals. And the fun, the make believe of it all, was 
infectious. 

After a quick introduction, | accepted an invitation 
to tag along and watch James Hetfield (Venus Penis 
Crusher's occasional real-life schtup) blow away civi- 
lization as we know it with his ultimate heavy metal 
band, Metallica, at Long Island's Nassau Coliseum. 

When we arrived at the show, the hallway was 
wall to wall headbangers. Hetfield has described his 
audience as “80 percent guys, 20 percent sluts.” But 
in Long Island, the female contingent was larger. Be- 
sides the boys, the place was chock full of miniskirted 
teenaged girls still cloaked in baby fat, all decked in 
halter tops displaying newly formed cleavage, bright 
red lips accenting adolescent pouts, and eyes black 
from too much mascara 

When the Sluts came strutting down the hallway, 
the teenaged girls looked on with cool admiration. 
But the boys tensed and sneered. Female strangers, 
who dared act as cool as themselves, had crossed into 
their territory. Outrageously sexy women, who didn’t 
act subservient like the ones with the baby fat. The 
boys didn’t like that at all. Yeah, like the Pandoras, 
the Cycle Sluts were an idea whose time had come, 
but maybe just a little too early for the boys in the 
hallway. 

“Sluts! Hey, Vinnie, check out the SLUTS! Yeah, 
you broads are nothing but a bunch of SLUTS!” 

The Cycle Sluts were used to the stir. But that night, 
as every boy in the Coliseum made a crack, | noticed 
Queen Vixen was getting pissed. It wasn’t the slut- 
baiting that got to her. When you have the word writ- 
ten all over the back of your jacket, you expect it. 
What was pissing Queen Vixen off were the snide 
‘comments about her regulation police cap. 

“Poseur!” 
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Being called a slut was one thing, but a poseur. . . 
Queen Vixen grabbed the huge headbanger by 
the collar of his denim jacket and pushed her white 
pancaked face in close to his. Her diamond studded 
nose was almost even with his as she stood on her tip 
toes. 

“Hey, asshole, you're just jealous because a pig 
like you can never get a girl like me.” 

Then threw him back, turned and rejoined Venus 
and She-Fire strutting on down the hall. 

“Fuck you, too,” the boy finally shot back when he 
recovered from his shock 


LA. ithe Queens brick ranch house Yael shares 
with her family, everything is neat, everything 
in its place, until we get to her room. Her room isn't 
messy, but it’s packed, a suburban girl's bedroom in a 
state of war. On her waterbed, covering the pillows 
and spilling everywhere, dominating one side of the 
room, hundreds of stuffed animals pile on top of one 
another. The wall opposite is covered entirely with 
Meanstreak backstage passes. Meanstreak and Iron 
Maiden, Meanstreak and Anthrax, Meanstreak and 
Ozzy Osbourne, Meanstreak and Motérhead ... 

“My only goal in life ever since | was a little girl,”” 
she says, while the water boils for tea downstairs, 
“was to play drums as good as Animal on ‘The Mup- 
pets.’ ” By day Yael and her friends Marlene, Tina, 
Rena and Martens go from house to house, manicur- 
ing the nails of housewives and old ladies to support 
themselves. Until recently, Marlene had employed 
the other four at her own shop, the Nail Palace, on 
Route 156 in Suffern, New York. But when she lost 
her lease, they all went freelance. By night, behind 
her two bass drums, Yael is as good as any drummer in 
heavy metal. And Meanstreak, five cosmeticians 
from suburban New York, play like Metallica with 
tits. The real thing, at last. 
n 

© o | picked up that copy of Kerrang! we were 

© in and | was thumbing through it, and he says 
to me, he says, “Do ya haveta read that now?2!!”"" 
Marlene, the rhythm guitarist, who looks like the 
Holy Terror of Our Lady of Perpetual Metal High 
School, complained, while most of Meanstreak sat 
on the couches twirling their hair. 

“So | said, I'm in this magazine, I'd like to read the 
article!” 

“I know, | know,” said Rena, who looks like she 
came out of the womb wearing those stretch black 
jeans and stiletto heels. It was her and Marlene who 
first got together and started Meanstreak, never ad- 
mitting to themselves that that’s what they were do- 
ing, because, as all their boyfriends told them, 
women just didn’t play heavy metal. “Whenever | 
was with Joey from Anthrax, we always had to listen 
to what he was working on, but when I'd bring some- 
thing over, before we mixed it, he would say ‘I can’t 
listen to unmixed tapes.’ It was really unfair, cuz | was 
so supportive and happy for their success,and walked 
around singing their words. And I'd come home and 








Continued on page 126 


IS 2 MINUTES’ TIME TOO 
UCH TO SPEND FOR AN 
ALL-EXPENSES-PAID 

TRIP FOR 2 TO THE 
CONCERT OF YOUR CHOICE? 


e guys listed below didn’t 
and neither did their 
gals, In fact, it was on an all-e 
pe -paid concert trip that one 
of the gentlemen rockers de 
ded to spend at least tv 
months’ salary to present the ob- 
ject of their affections with a rock 
of an Engagement Ring the 
legend goe 
Now if you take 2 minutes 
time to correctly match the ht 
band on the left with the wife on 
the right, you can win an all-ex- 
penses-paid three-day trip to see 
the concert of your choice in the 
continental U.S. court of SPI 
If you've got a ga 
for it—tl 


she'll love you 
rock of a ring, that is 


Chris Franz 
Fred Sonic Smith 
Eddie Van Halen 
Malcolm McLaren 
David Coverdale 
Billy Joel Tina Weymouth 
Keith Richards Kathleen Brennan 
Bono Christie Brinkley 
Tom Waits Lauren Hutton 
Elvis Costello Valerie Bertinelli 


Cait O'Riordan 
Tawny Kitaen 
Patti Smith 

Aly Hewson 
Patti Hansen 


Now that 
was it here's the pay 
minutes’ time. simply write your 
marital status, ad 


wasn't 


name, age 


and the correct couples or 
parate 


18th St 
attent 
s ary Holt Te 
Replies must be postmarkec 
later than August 31, 19 
100 corre 
e randomly 
€ a new music elk 
respondent Il ther 
eligible for the grand prize all-ex 
paid trip to the « 
oice courtesy 
snd in he 
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months: salary 
too much to spend 


comething that lasts forever? 





“She makes my head spin. 
So I gave her a diamond that made her eyes pop’ 


Cran tals 






mf 


You've found the perfect person. Now find the you understand the 4@'s: cut, color, clarity and 
diamond that suits her perfectly. Because, just as carat-weight, and explain how they determine a 
your love for each other is unique, no two diamonds diamond's quality and value. Littman Jewelers 
are alike. Each has its own personality and sparkle. are located in CT, DE, MA, MD, NJ, NY and PA. 


Today, many people do find that two months’ For the store nearest you 
salary is a good guide for what to spend on their and our free booklets on in = 
Diamond Engagement Ring. how to buy diamonds, just CU Ray 
The diamond experts at Littman will help call: | 800-621-7799. Towelers Since 1885 





Is two months’ salary too much to spend 
Jor something that lasts forever? 
A diamond is forever. 





Interviews by Robin Reinhardt 





un is the ultimate luxury. It warms you, undresses you, makes you the color of gold, and blurs 
your vision so that reality looks very much like fantasy. Especially through dark glasses. Blue blue 
water, blue blue sky, tall palm trees casting a shadow upon all that skin. And if not a vast sea of flesh, 
what is fantasy? 

Summer is a time for indulgence, when responsibility gives itself to decadence, inhibitions are 
weaker than desire. It’s when you lose yourself, all concept of time, and several layers of clothing. Less 
material manipulated with more craft dresses the imagination, the daydream. Choice of swimsuit is 
choice of fantasy: Fitzgerald garden party, upmarket brothel, Forties Hollywood film set, or cocktail 
hour on the French Riv. Whatever airs you put on with your trunks, they’re based in luxury, excess, 
pleasure. Floating deliriously in fantastic make-believe, swimsuits reveal our deepest desires and give 


away all our secrets. 





sore ontrrfaoe 


Martika 


What’s your idea of beach music? le 
“Anything that sounds good 


) 

What's the best time you've had on 
the beach? “Shopping for antique 
jewelry from the merchants on 
Venice Beach in CA.” (giggles) 

What are the unsung 
beach? “I'm not a 
don’t like the sun. I 
the beach at night, 








a 
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Michelle Phillips 


“I don’t like the beach. I don’t like the sun, it’s bad for you. I actually wear a lot of sunblock. I like that pale, 
malnourished look. I like the beach at night when the grunions are running. I really consider beach music 


Rachmaninoff.” 
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When you're pressed for time, the 
Formula 1 by TAG-Heuer will keep you 
accurate to every second. Available in 
men's and women’s sizes, the Formula 1 is 
water resistant to 660 ft. Featuring Swiss 
quartz movement and unidirectional bezel 
with safety ratchet, the Formula 1 has a 
tough fiberglass-and-stainless steel case 
available in six vibrant colors. For more 
information call 1-800-832-3388. 


MACY’S, New York 
LONDON JEWELERS, Manhasset 





1900 Avenue ofthe Stars 
suite 758 
Century City, CA 90067 
960 S. Springfield Avenue 
Springfield, New Jersey 07081 
(201) 467-1880 
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Sandra Bernhard 


When you go to the beach and all the guys are looking at you and your beautiful body, what do you do? “Fuck them.” 
What's the best time you hdd at the beach? “Frankie and Annette had a big party and we all did ecstasy together.” 


soyey sayy) 


Christopher Kehoe 

















Tony Bennett 


“The kind of beach music I like is that bossa nova from Rio like Joao Gilberto. I go to Brazil every 18 months. The 
people are beautiful, the oceans are beautiful. People get up early and jog along the beach. The girls take off their 
tops; it’s quite a situation. I like the small clubs off the beach. People get together and sing songs all night long. They 
sing American jazz songs, too. They sit very close to one another, maybe just a piano and bass. I always loved the 
magic of seashells, they're always so unusual. I paint and they've always been studies of mine. I paint with nature; 
the beach has been one of my favorite spots.” 
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The Del Rubio 
Triplets 


“On a picnic to the beach we'd 
bring a camera, a volleyball and 
volleyball net, chicken legs, hard- 
boiled eggs and Perrier water, and 
a record player. The best time 
we've had at the beach was a 
moonlit evening, roasting 
marshmallows around a fire and 
everyone contributing with 
guitars. We've found friends at the 
beach and even a mechanic who 
took care of our car for a couple of 
years. We love the ocean, the 
rumbling waves, the fashions. 
Everyone is in a good mood, and 
there's no pressures.” 





Chris Isaak 


What's the best beach music? 
“Sunny Adé, Sandy Dennis, 
Tommy Sands and Billy Ocean.” 

“I remember the best time I had 
at the beach as if it were yesterday. 
She was a blond, about 16. She was 
built. We were young and in love 
and didn’t know the meaning of 
indecent exposure. Being a 
gentleman, I can’t say much more. 
But even today the smell of 
Coppertone sends shivers down 
my back.” 

Have you ever taken a date to the 
beach? “No, but I've left with 
some.” 
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— The many colors of 
= Swing Out Sister’s 
= “Kaleidoscope World.. 





The wait is over. Swing Out Sister reveal their 
Kaleidoscope World with song after song of 
musical magic. Color this one very special album. . 


Featuring “Waiting Game.” 





On Fontana Compact Discs, Chrome Cassettes and Records. 


Produced by Paul Staveley O'Dutty 
Management, Surling Attistes/Matthew Sztumpt 


























Devo 


Jerry Casale: “The best time I had 
‘on the beach was 2 in the morning, 
the beach was closed, I wasn’t 
supposed to be there, I wasn’t 
alone and I was naked. I would 
want to be stranded on a deserted 
beach with Ciccolina, a famous 
Italian porno star who became one 
of the top members of Parliament. 
You wouldn't need anything else.”” 
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George Clinton 


What are the unsung perils of the 
beach? “As far as I know, all the 
perils of the beach have already 
been sung.” 


Christopher Kehoe 


204ay{ s0ydorsiy, 
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Was (Not Was) 


Don and David Was: How do you pick up girls on the beach? “You ask them: ‘May I rub some oil on your breasts 
What are the unsung perils of the beach? “Trying to figure out what curved space means while checking out 
chicks on the beach ... . oh forget it, Al Martino did sing a song about that in 1963.” 
What's the best time you had at the beach? “The time we went 
to the beach with Madonna, Menachem Begin and Morey Amsterdam.” 
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scOORS LIC | LIGHT challenges you to alittle Beach Blanket Bingo contest right 
rhere in SPIN’s special Summer Swimsuit spectacular. The rules are pretty sim- 
pple: under each of the ten questions (seven are about artists appearing in the 
imsuit layout, three are about Coors Light), simply fill in the correct answers 
con the space provided. To find the proper answers simply flip through the swim- 
suit layout & select the correct artist’s name. (We will give you a head start with 
ithree correct answers listed below). Once you've answered all ten questions in 
zeach space provided, pull the one circled letter from each name and use these 
jletters to spell out the final question in the coupon box. When you're finished, 
isimply clip out the coupon and send it in. 1,000 entrants will be randomly select- 
2d from all correct responses and will receive a Coors Light Poster. A grand 
prize winner will receive an all-expenses paid four day trip to the beach of your 
choice anywhere in the continental United States (details in coupon). 





‘Answers: Coors Light Live Connection Coors Light Comedy Commandos One-Hundred & Five 








‘in 1988 as a guest vocalist on Art of Noise’s hie 
version of Prince's “Kiss.” 


SS. 


Alar ety 7s experienc pals D 

‘while at Kent State University, this band produced — 
its own Imm movie to explain the band's 
Philosophy of De-Evolution. Initially, the film was, 
shown before each gig, 
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Ac the commercial height of his career as a master 
of funk, this artist's. 


inns an Aq Boo 
Sie/Goryatasood (in Teale On Te Fen) 


How many calories are in a 12 ox. can of Coors 
Light? 


Nothing comes between this lead singer and his 
Glove. The success of the groups "Vivid" LP 

this year and his stylish "do give this artis «certain 

cal of personality. 


‘What isthe name of Coors Light's Band program? 
(Hint: Check out the December 1988 issue of SPIN.) 











This artist, who once went to sleep as Kirby 
‘Macmillan, came to his new name in a dream. “had 
this vision of Richard Nixon with my 
mom in New Orleans," he recounts. When he woke 
up, he had his name, “a combination of voodoo and 
bbad politics, which pretty much sums up, America.” 


“This group was formed when, four years ago, the 
‘wo principal members were both going € nursing 
school and working at Sears when their supervisor, 
studying to be a sound engineer, asked them to 

‘record rap. The song ended up a hitand the rest, as 


they say, is oj 





Drawing on influences as wide and varied as the 
areas in which she's lived (Louisiana, Texas, 
Mississippi, Arkansas, New York and Los Angeles), 
this artist has a sound that would be best described 


‘as pop mixed with heavy doses of country, blues, 
rock and fol. 


comedians? 





What beer is “The Right Beer” when you're playing on the beach this summer? 





Address 





State Zip 





No Purchase Necessary Send To: 
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unc eect fren acral wot Ech ety mast be med sparsely by Apa i989. eand pe ener wi be rte on 
‘Ast 5,199 Preece artre anh aconrodsns or era get Ta was be ected arardom rang on among 
Irate rer tothe counters re ile nase aSstaracrrecterres kanya er ter oa rane Oran 
ence by SIN whose esos a tl Cres apa ta esd he Sexo anpoyes ines represses an afore ec ot 
{Coors ant Spa Ole oe where rooted et er seas xaos Aorta rat be a et 2 eas eens FUSA. 
Proc are nn valerate novechargese aon fescue a Alprac le awa A tl ws an be are eng 
ened stamped evento SPNEW.1BINSc NYNY 10) Altes ae respon oe ems Eade bet at Pee 
Isorher bers executors peroalrepresatte nd ar. ages oath spars ad egies ha ected fe Lea oF 
{ogre cr agetsr enpoyes tas rman cn arengaeareas ofr her eee pareping hart Tre as erloyees SAN 
fnetcmagtrr agen Coord eres eal sel eerie ees an he emoyes aster andes eee ont 


jlver Bullet” c/o SPIN 6 W. 18th St. New York, NY 10011 























68 

















Julie Brown 


“I pick up guys on the beach by 
laying down on my stomach, 
unstrapping my top and then 
pretending there is a bee on my 
back so I quickly jump up, forget 
that my top is undone and then ask 
him to catch the bee. Always a 
good opener. I'd like to be 
stranded on a deserted beach with 
Charlie Coffey because he is my 
best friend and he entertains me 
constantly. On ‘Gilligan’s Island,’ 
I think Skipper and Gilligan were 
sharing Mary Ann.” 


Mojo Nixon 


“The best time I ever had at the 
beach was when I was about 16 and 
I was with this girl who I thought 
was really straight. I thought she 
was a church usherette or 
something. She turned out to be a 
sex bomb. She was rubbing sand 
on my hard member—more 
friction. I'm not lying. I've been to 
a nude beach down in Australia. 
You know some of those people 
should put their clothes on. The 
mystification of the human body 
has to do with taking your clothes 
off. Once they're off it’s no big 
deal. Me and Skid were there. We 
had on dark glasses so people 
couldn’t see us looking at them. I 
get happy when I get sand in my 
suit at the beach. I kind of dance 
around, do a little jig.” 
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—= 10.000 MANIACS «= 


BLIND. MAN'S. ZOO 





THE ALBUM ¥ Ov Vek BEEN HOPING FOR FROM 10,000 MANIA re} 
THE BAND THAT BROUGHT YOU IN M Y PRET Bir TAKES THEIR 
NEX T STEP. WITH AN ALBUM OF PNET E LAG ENE AN D HEART 
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§ Z00. 11 NEW SONGS WORTH LOOKING INTO FROM A BAND WHOSE EYES AR 


BLIND MAN 
MBG POISON IN THE WELL” AND “EAT FOR TWO.” 


WIDE OPEN. FEATURING TROUBLE 





Produced by Peter Asher 
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YON ELEKTRA CASSETTES, GOMPACT DT S"€"s. A N.D RECORDS 
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Lucinda Williams 


“A bigger bathing suit is better for both men and women. They’re more becoming—I don’t like the skimpy G-string 
type. The best time I had at the beach was during the SPIN photo shoot; I’ve only been on the beach about five times 
in my life. The unsung perils of the beach? Not being able to find a bathroom when you need one.” 
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(© 1989 Dovid Bowie under Kents o EM-USA a divin of Captl Record, Ie 





tin 
machine 


david bowie 
guitar/vocals 


reeves gabrels 


lead guitar 


hunt sales 


drums/vocals 


tony sales 
bags/vocals 








includes 
“under the God” 
“prisoner of love” 
“heaven's in here’ 
and 
“working class hero” 


rodued ty ti palmer & tn machine 
noite on EM cas, albums and rome cassettes 




















Adrian Belew 


“I listen to Jimi Hendrix’s Are You Experienced, The Tom Tom Club’s first album, a good strong Stravinski, Roy 
Orbison’s greatest hits and ‘Good Vibrations’—an absolutely real song. Once I laid on the beach in Texas for two 
months and they had a rash of jellyfish wash up on the beach. Creatures who craw! out of the water and onto the 
beach are bad news. I once found a spaceship on the beach. Elvis was inside, John Lennon was on board, too. I spent 
a few hours with them. Then I woke up and realized it was just a video. ‘Coconut’ on my upcoming album is my real 


vision of the beach.” 
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Jon Ragel 





The Real Roxanne 


“Beach music is Latin hip hop music like Sa-Fire, myself, also rap or Guns N’ Roses. The kinds of bands I would 
listen to on the beach would be Information Society, Kid ’N Play, Noel, Public Enemy. I'd like to be on the beach with 
Esai Morales , but I don’t want to tell you anybody else.” 
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Project produced and directed by Christopher Kehoe 
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NYC 
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Workforce NYC 
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Martika: Motorcycle Bathing Suit: Fioruc 
Heuer, Swatch, Earrings: Celia Landman for Fragments. 
Cowboy boots: Billy Martin. Silver rings: Robert Lee Morris 
for Artwear. Polka Dot Bathing Suit: Guess Swim. Gloves: 
La Grasia, Barrings: Leslie Block for Fragments. 

Stylist: Arianne Phillips for Creative Workforce NYC 
Hair and Makeup: Erica Rosenast for Creative Workforce 
NYC 














Michelle Phillips: Black velvet strapless bathing suit: Jerry 
Hall for ‘Trullo. Jewedry: Robert Lee Morris for Artwear, 
Gloves: La Crasia. Sunglasses: LA Eyeworks. 

Stylist: Arianne Phillips for Creative Workforce NYC 
Hair and Makeup: Erica Rosenast for Creative Workforce 
NYC 


Ice-T and Darlene: Ice-T—T-shirt: Le Gog Sportif, Swim 
trunks: Ocean Pacific, Tennis shoes: Le Cog Sportif. 
Sunglasses: Ray Ban. Darlene—Bathing suil: her own, 
Bracelet: Richard Serbin for Fragments 

Stylist: Arianne Phillips for Creative Workforce NYC 
Hair: Erica Rosenast for Creative Workforce NYC 
‘Makeup: Kelly Quan for Creative Workforce NYC 


Corey Glover (Living Colour): Weisuit: Bodyglove 














Julie Brown (comedienne): Bathing suit: Palace Costume. 
Robe: Andre Von Pier. Sunglasses: Alain Mikli, Marlin pin: 
Richard Serbin for Fragments 

Stylist: Gemina Aboitiz for Cloutier 

Hair and Makeup: Erica Rosenast for Creative Workforce 
NYC 


Chris Isaak: T-shirt: Antique Boutique. Swim trunks: 
O'Neill. 

Stylist: Arianne Phillips for Creative Workforce NYC 
Grooming: Erica Rosenast for Creative Workforce NYC 


Downtown Julie Brown: Bathing suit: Fiorucci. Hat: 
Javits. Bracelet: Robert Lee Morris for Artwear, 
‘Slist: Arianne Phillips for Creative Workforce NYC. 
Hair and Makeup: Erica Rosenast for Creative Workforce 
NYG 
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Stylist: Arianne Phillips for Creative Workforce NYC 
Grooming: Erica Rosenast for Creative Workforce NYC 


Sandra Bernhard: Bathing suit: Agnes B. Sunglasses: Alain 
Mikli, Bracelet: Robert Lee Morris for Artwear. Fake fur: 
Palace Costume. Shoes: Charles Jourdan 


Tony Bennett: White linen suit: Agnes B. Navy striped T- 
shirt: Axis. 





Del Rubio Triplets: Bathing suits: Palace Cos 
Sunglasses: Palace Costume. 

Stylist: Gemina Aboitiz for Cloutier 

Hair: ‘Tony Bezkerman, ‘Teri Donnelly Assoc. w/ Image 
Artists 

Makeup: Erica Rosenast, Kelly Quan for Creative 
Workforce NYC 








Devo: Wet suils: Bodyglove. Sunglasses, hoods and booties: 
Bodyglove. Bodysurfing mits: TFL. Powerglove. 
Solis: Arianne Phillips for Creative Workforce NYG 









(left to right) C 

Streetwear. David - Shirts: 
Ocean Pacific, Shoes: Vision Streetwear. Flea - Shorts: 
Vision Streetwear, Shoes: Vision Streetwear, Sunglasses: 
Ray Ban. Anthony - Shorts: Vision Streetwear, Shoes. 
Vision Streetwear, Sunglasses: Ray Ban 











‘The Real Roxanne: Bathing suit: OMO Norma Kamali 
Jewelry: Robert Lee Morris for Artwear. 

‘Slit: Arianne Phillips for Creative Workforce NY! 
Siyling Assistant: Leslie Neuman for Celestine Cloutier 
Hair and Makeup: Lucy Baldick for Celestine Cloutier 





Lucinda Williams: Jean vest: ‘Transit. Bathing suit 
Fiorucci. Jeans: Levis. Bracelet: Robert Lee Morris for 
Artwear 

Stylist: Arianne Phillips for Creative Workforce NYG 
Hair and Makeup: Erica Rosenast for Creative Workforce 
NYC 





Was (Not Was): Tuxedos: Tuxedo Genter LA. Swim shorts: 
Paul Smith. Sunglasses - Don: Ray Ban. David: Oliver 
Peoples 

Grooming: Kelly Quan for Creative Workforce NYG 








Voice of the Beehive: Vintage beach dresses and hats: Palace 
Costume. Leggings: Andre Von Pier 

Hair and Makeup: Erica Rosenast, Kelly Quan for 
Greative Workforce NYG 

Stylist: Gemina Aboitiz for Cloutier 


George Clinton: T-shirt: Epic Surf. Shorts: Surf Fetish. 
Watches: Watchout, Swatch, Sunglasses: LA Eyeworks 
Stylist: Arianne Phillips for Creative Workforce NYG 





Mojo Nixon and Skid Roper: Mojo—Shorts: Dudley Doo- 
Rites Emporium 

Skid—Shorts: Jammers. Tennis shoes: Airwalk 

Stylist: Arianne Phillips for Creative Workforce NYG 
Grooming: Tony Beckerman with Image Associates 


‘We would like to express our sincere appreciation to the 
following companies, organizations and individuals for 
their support, patience and enthusiasm throughout this 
event, without which this project would not have been 
possible. 





‘The L’Ermitage Hotels: 8440 Sunset Blvd., West Hollywood, 
CA gootig, 1-800-424-4445. (with special thanks to Scott 
Seomin and Michelle Bolton and the staff at the Bel Age 
Hotel) New York Film Works: g28 Broadway, New York, 
NY 1010, (212) 475-5700. (Aram Arisssian and Jan 
McNealy—Managers) Baker, Wynokur and Ryder Public 
1348 Civic Center Dr., Beverly Hills, CA go210, 

(21) 278-1460. (Henry Eshelman and Barbra Hutson— 
Agents) Isuzu American Motors: 2300 Pelissier Pl, 
Whittier, CA goon, (213) 949-0611. (Dawn Carter—Adv. 

ogram Administrator) Rock-It Cargo Ltd.: 5432 W. 104th 
St,, Los Angeles, CA goo45, (213) 645-4224. (Marion 



















1608 Paci Suite 204, Vei 
8454. (Cherri Briggs—Pres., and Robert Parker—Producer) 
Associated Image Artists—Image Laboratories Inc.: PO 
Box 55016 Metro Station, Los Angeles, CA goss, (213) 62: 
9254. (Efren Gonzolas—PR/Adv. Director) GolF N’Stuff: 
10555 E. Firestone Rd., Norwalk, GA. (Mike Abott— 
Proprietor) The Boathouse Cafe: Central Park, New York, 
NY. (Jesus—Manager) Milt Warner Assoc. 42nd St, 
Rm. 1425, New York, NY, (212) 687-5900. (Ive Rosner— 
Director) 















Everyone at: 
Atlantic Records (Jackie ‘Tessman, Regina 
Kathy Aquaviva—LA) Chrysalis Records (Francis 
Pennington—NY) Columbia Records (Jalila Larsuel—LA) 
Enigma Records (Steve Levesque—LA, ‘Tom Cording, Julie 
Kryslur—NY) Epic Records (Chris Wheat, Lisa Markowitz, 
Gariné Boyajian—NY) PolyGram Records (Suzanne 
MacNary—NY) Rough ‘Trade Records (Michelle Mena— 
NY) Warner Bros. Records (Bob Merlis, Erma Byrd, Gene 
Shelton—LA, Gwen L.. Pat Smith—NY) Anne Marie 
Management, Boston (Lisa Jones) In Press Management NY 
Gane Blumenfeld) Jim Grant Management NY (Jim Grant) 
Jensen Communications LA (Heidi Robinson) Jodi Head 
Designs NY (Jodi Head) Jonas Public Relations LA (Karen 
Young) Levine/Schneider Public Relations LA (Mitch 
Schneider, Jeff Wagner) Lindy Goetz Management LA 
(Lindy Goetz and friends) Rosso Entertainment NY (Wayne 
Rosso, Maria Marino) RPM Music Productions NY (Danny 
Bennett) LJ. Enterprises LA (Donna Woodward) Warren 
Seabury and Assoc. LA (Warren Seabury) 


NY, 




















And to anyone else whom we may have neglected to 
mention, and you know who you are, thank you so very 
much. 
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Interview by David Shenk 


David Does Brazil * 


Head Head David Byrne took time off fro 
being arty to explore the music of Brazil, 
on record and film. He made a great 

album, a documentary, and raised some 


thorny cultural questions. We asked them. 


ither the world is shrinking or David Byrne is 
getting bigger. Lately, he seems to be coming 
tous from all different places—Africa, Paris, 
Moscow, New York and now, Brazil. 

And he didn’teven pick upa guitar for this last one. 
Brazil Classics 1: Beleza Tropical, compiled by 
Byrne, is a representative sampling of sounds from 
Brazil's tropicalismo musical tradition, which in the 
early 70s helped to spiritually and intellectually uplift 
a generation of Brazilians and inspire a repressive 
government crackdown in the process, ultimately 
causing many musicians, like Gilberto Gil (see page 
78), to go into exile. 

Byrne spent several months in Brazil shooting a 
documentary on the candomblé religion; the pro: 
gram will have its American debut on public televi- 
sion July 5. In addition, he has already put together 
Brazil Classics 2 and 3, featuring music from the 
samba and forro traditions respectively, which will 
come out in the next few months. 

Oh, and one more thing. If you see Byrne on the 
street, or in a record store, congratulate him. At press 
time, he was still waiting; but as you read this, he’s a 
brand new dad. 













m_ SPIN: In his liner notes to this album, Arto Lindsay 

talked about the political and cultural importance of 
music to the Brazilian people. Put plainly, is music 
more important to the people there than it is here? 
BYRNE: It has a real meaning there, it is speaking di- 
rectly to those people. It’s reflecting their values and 
what they think about the way they live, about their 
hopes and fears and all that kind of stuff. Contem- 
porary pop just doesn’t do that anymore in this coun- 
try or in Europe. It tries to, but everybody knows it's 
just a commodity now, another thing that you con- 
sume. 

















What is your relationship with these musicians? Do 
you know any of them? 
I know a few of them. Not all of them, but a few. 


Did you discuss the project with any of them as you 
were working on it? How'd they feel about being col- 
lected, packaged and stamped “David Byrne's 
favorite?” 

They've been around for a long time. They've played 
in different countries all around the world before, and 
0 it’s not like this was something out of the blue that 
was totally a surprise to them. A lot of them are really 
big stars in Brazil, so it’s not strange for them to have 
somebody say that they like their music. They were 
pleasantly surprised, | think, that someone from my 
background was doing it. 





Especially because it was you who were behind this 
project, how did they feel about the prospect of sud- 
denly being identified with this whole trend towards 
a multi-cultural music scene? 

I'm sure they look at that a little bit askance, in the 


same way that | do. A lot of them have collaborated 
with musicians from other countries for a long time. 
Chico Buargue has collaborated with Argentinian 
writers and Cuban writers. Caetano Veloso has done 
stuff in London. It’s just that they haven’t been picked 
up by us yet. 

| noticed that there wasn’t a collection available 
that had stuff that suited my tastes. There wasn't a 
nice collection that you could put on from start to fin- 
ish. So | thought “Well, there’s some people doing 
some really nice collections of African stuff, and 
things from elsewhere, and | certainly don’t need to 
duplicate that. But somebody should do a Brazilian 
‘one, because there's such a wealth of stuff there, and 








nobody seems to be touching it.” 

People were kind of surprised. When | originally 
proposed the idea, they thought that it was going to 
be some really obscure quirky stuff that I had discov- 
ered that | was trying to push people to listen to. It's 
pretty accessible. 


You mentioned that many of these musi 
done some traveling. The word is that, 
everyone wants to go to Pat true what they say 
about that city being the hub of international music? 
Absolutely, It's been happening there for a couple of 
years now, and it’s just exploding all over the place. 
That's why we recorded the last Talking Heads record 
there. As far as I’m concerned, Paris is really where 
it’s happening musically right now. 








So what's the very latest thing over there that hasn’t 
hit us yet? 

They're doing some rai fusion stuff. Some of the rai 
artists are starting to work with top western produc- 
ers. We'll see how successful it is, whether it keeps 
the integrity of the music, or if it sounds like a sell-out. 


Isn’t there a danger that we're going to see a loss of 
national musical identities as every kind of music 
criss-crosses the world and various styles fuse into 
each other? 

Itddepends on how they go about it, of course. There 
are some artists from Brazil and Africa and [various 
other countries] that, when they get a little bit of at- 
tention in the West, immediately want to record in 
English and use Hollywood production and do it real 
slick. They think that theyre gonna crack the English 
market. And usually it’s a big disappointment for 


everybody all around. Occasionally somebody cando 
that, but | think most of the time itfailshorribly, and 
everybody learns their lesson and they go back to do- 
ing what is more natural. 

But on the other hand, for me to say that, it’s like a 
Westerner saying, “o-k., stay in your place. You do 
what you do well, but don't try and do what we do. 
Don’t come into our territory and we won't come into 
yours.” That's bullshit too. If they can do it, and get 
away with it, more power to them, and it'll probably 
revitalize everything all around them. 


But aren’t they being brought out of these countries 
much more than they're pushing themselves out? 


NED SIH 


“That’s like a Westerner saying, ‘O.K., stay in your 
what we do. Don’t come into our territory and we 
it, more power to them, and it'll probably revitalize 





Like when the Heads go into a country and appropri- 
ate their musical culture, 

Yes, that’s true. But when we do it they're already 
halfway to us. We were working with Africans who 
were living in Paris, mostly. And contrary to what a lot 
of Westerners might think, these people don’t come 
out of the bush. They're not spring chickens, they 
know their way around the block. They can play funk 
music, they can play reggae, they can play rock if 
they want to. It’s not like they've been living in a co- 
coon and they don’t know anything else. 

‘At any rate, it wasn’t like we went to them and 
said, “We want you to learn how to play like us.” 
They already knew how todo that. There was already 
this kind of fusion or welding that was happening, 
and we were kind of just throwing ourselves into the 
pot. 


Where are things heading in this country? 

| don’t know, exactly. | think radio will be more 
fragmented. They have a name for it—“narrowcast- 
ing,” isn’t it? That’s a television term for when the 
show is focused on a more specific audience. | think 
there'll be more of that, so there'll be one group of 
people that like this certain kind of music, and there'll 
be teenagers that will like the speed metal, and a rap 
audience, all that kind of stuff. And occasionally, 
somebody will appeal to all of them. But they’can all 
thrive and feed off of one another and still maintain 
their own identity. And it won't be like one rock cul- 
ture or one pop music culture, where everything has 
to try to appeal to everybody. 


‘And this is a somewhat permanent change, isn’t it? 
Yeah, you can’t really go back again to pretending 


place. You do what you do well 
won't come into yours.’ If they 
everything all around them.” 


that you don’t know what's going on 


Now, you've also been involved with the new Green- 
peace album, Rainbow Warriors, which you went to 
the Soviet Union to promote. 

That was basically a way to raise money for Green- 
peace, for them to have an office in the East, and to 
establish a presence there. For the moment, the East 
is receptive to the idea. After Chernobyl, they're to- 
tally aware that the environment affects their lives— 
more than the people in the West are, at the moment 
So they're open to the idea of an organization like 
Greenpeace being around and being aware of w hat’s 
going on here. So this was helping to fund that. 





, but don’t try and do 


can do it, and get away with 


You aren't well-known as a political activist. 
I've done stuff before, I’ve just kept quiet about it. 1 
did election posters years ago when Reagan was run- 
ning. These anti-Reagan posters. 


This goes backto the notion of lending yournametoa 
cause, which is exactly what you're doing with these 
Brazil collections. You were aware of how the thing 
would be marketed, weren't you? 

You mean that they'd put my name all over it? Yeah, a 
little bit. 









Well, very few people would have picked up the al- 
bum otherwise. 


Yeah, I'm afraid that’s probably true, which is why | 
stuck my name on it. 


Do you want to see more of these celebrity endorse- 
ment albums? Does the possibility for doing some 
cultural good become a calling for celebrities to do 
this sort of thing? 

Idon‘t know. | don’t think it’s anybody's responsibil- 
ity to do it. | was just putting together cassettes for 
friends, and | thought, “as long as I'm doing this, | 
may as well see about the possibility of releasing it.” 


You know, a lot of people are going to read this and 
say, “Hey, I thought David Byrne was some way-out, 
avant-garde artist. But he just seems like this pro- 
gressive guy who is interested in different kinds of 
music and concerned about world health.” You're 
practically one of the establishment now. 

Yeah, | guess | notice that I'm getting a little bit older. 
But geez, a lot of these younger people are so conser- 
vative now. | still feel like I'm still out on the edge 
somewhere. s 
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A Brazi 
Classic 


Gilberto Gil, one of the founders of Tropicalismo, loves music, 
philosophy, high art, TV trash, politics and contradictions. 


Article by Julian Dibbell 


end it here for now: Gilberto Gil, recently 

elected councilman for the city of Salvador, 
Brazil, stands in front of his six-piece band on the 
stage of Roseland dance hall, New York City, warm- 
ing up the crowd with an intricate game of call and 
response. He scats out a lick and you repeat it, in~ 
creasingly surprised at your power of recall as the 
phrases get longer and trickier. And just as you start to 
wonder why your elected representatives never show 
this kind of trust in their constituents, the show begins. 
But this is where the story ends. 


T his story could begin ina lot of places, but we'll 


Itcould begin in 1554, when the Bishop Sardinha set 
footon the shore of Brazil, bearing the gospel of Christ 
and charged with the catechization of the heathen na- 
tives. The local Indians welcomed this emissary of Eu- 
ropean civilization and, hoping to get the most out of. 
the wonderful new culture he brought, ate him. 

Or 1928, when the avant-garde poet Oswald de 
Andrade went looking for an ideal model of Brazilian 
cultural practices for yet another of his manifestos, 
and settled on the anonymous consumers of Bishop 
Sardinha. 

Or 1968, when the Brazilian avant-garde pop stars. 
who led Tropicalismo, probably the most intellectual 
ly self-conscious movement in pop music history, 
went looking for yet another cultural hero to define 
themselves with, and settled on Oswald de Andrade. 

“We went through a lot of effort towards making 
understood in Brazil the necessity of cultivating for- 
eign habits in art and music,” says Gilberto Gil, who, 
along with Caetano Veloso, formed the nucleus of 
Tropicalismo, “towards making understood that this 
foreign thing was no longer a mere submission to the 
forces of economic imperialism, but also a cannibalis- 
tic response of swallowing what they gave us, pro- 
cessing it and making something new and different. 
We saw the cultivating of new habits and manners 
from the outside as a way of nourishing ourselves, not 








just intoxicating ourselves.” 

Their nourishment, their Bishop Sardinha, was rock 
music, principally the Beatles. For Gil and Veloso, 
then bossa nova-style musicians increasingly frus- 
trated by what they saw as an imagination drought on 
the Brazilian music scene, Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts 
Club Band was the same thing it was for everybody 
else in the world: a license for pop artiness on an un- 
precedented scale, and they took off with it like the 
license might expire any minute. They started writing 
songs that mixed rock instruments and arrangements 
with traditional Brazilian styles, both urban and rural, 
and writing lyrics that used cinematic montage tech- 
niques to capture the chaotic feel of Brazil’s haphaz- 
ard modernization. Veloso grew his hair out. Gil gota 
dashiki. But if the Tropicalistas saw their electric gui- 
tar as a sign of modemity, for the leftist nationalists 
who dominated the music milieu it signified a sell-out 
to Brazil's recently installed military dictatorship and 
the US interests the generals were seen to serve. Their 
affair with rock got the Tropicalistas caught up in a 
fierce debate that turned Gil off to conventional ideas 
of nationalism once and for all. 

“1 have no interest in defining my music as Brazi- 
lian,”’ he says now. “I lost interest in that many years 
ago. Never even had any, perhaps. You could define it 
as Brazilian in terms of a real Brazil, not an ideal Bra- 
il. An immense country, of various realities, various 
social conditions superimposed . .. a computerized 
Brazil, a high-tech, cosmopolitan Brazil... a rural 
primitive poor Brazil, a Brazil of favelas [shanty- 
towns], a Kingston Brazil, a Lagos Brazil, a New York 
Brazil, a Paris Brazil. So: a New York Brazil? Then it 
isn’t Brazil any more! A Paris Brazil? Then it isn’t Bra- 
zil. A Nigeria Brazil? Then it isn’t Brazil. But at the 
same time it is Brazil. So there can’t be a just-Brazil 
Brazil. In order for there to be a just-Brazil Brazil there 
has to be a not-Brazil Brazi 

Which of course makes Gil a not-nationalist nation- 
alist. But 1968 in Brazil was not an auspicious time for 
these sorts of paradoxes. The clarity of dictatorship 











Photograph by Christopher Kehoe 








reigned: you were either for or against. Everybody was 
busy picking sides, and the Tropicalistas just wanted 
to turn categories inside out. 

"We invested a lot in the idea of getting political 
expectations away from that left/right binomial. And 
also of getting music and the arts out of an isolation 
they were submitted to, a tactical isolation that society 
enforced, saying they were to remain ina place where 
they wouldn't interfere in the customs, the life, of soci- 
ety; where they wouldn't acquire transformative pow- 
ers—and we thought no, the modern world needed a 
new perspective.”” 

But of all the barriers the Tropicalistas sought to 
break through, perhaps the hardest were those that 
separated high-, middle-, and low-brow culture from 
‘one another. Their well-publicized list of heroes was a 
screaming affront to the going standards of good taste, 
including such reputable figures as Oswald de An- 
drade and Joao Gilberto (the creator of bossa nova) 
alongside the likes of Roberto Carlos, an extremely 
popular rock’n’roller inspired by Elvis’s Blue Hawaii 
days, and Chacrinha, a TV personality whose weekly 
variety show made “Let's Make A Deal’ look like 
“The MacNeil/Lehrer NewsHour.” Gil and Veloso 
sometimes referred to Chacrinha as the true founder of 
Tropicalismo. 

Their love of mass-mediated “trash,” along with 
their skepticism towards cultural nationalism, hardly 
endeared the Tropicalistas to the leftist intellectuals 
who might otherwise have been their natural allies 
(right up into his Tropicalista phase Gil wrote songs 
explicitly critical of Brazilian capitalist exploitation). 
But the only reason the left’s criticism of them was 
more vocal than the right’s was that criticism was the 
only line of attack open to the left. The worst the radi- 
cals could do was boo their concerts; the generals, 
though, could always throw them in jail. Finally, as 
part of a sweeping crackdown on opponents in late 
1968, they did just that. 

Gil and Veloso spent two months in prison, then 
four months confined to their home town of Salvador, 
and then they were “invited” by the government to 
leave the country. They spent three years in exile in 
London. No formal charges were ever brought against 
them, but according to Gil, the dictatorship's com- 
plaints about Tropicalismo were made clear enough: 

“It was anarchism, it was subversion in sheep's 
clothing. It was a social infection of troubling conse- 
quences for youth. Those were the reasons they gave. 
‘You represent a threat, something new, something 
that can’t quite be understood, something that doesn’t 
fit into any of the clear compartments of the cultural 
practices that are around. You're sort of illegible, and 
that won't do, that is dangerous.’ ” 











you could just begin it again, in 1888 this time, 

when Princess Isabel of the Empire of Brazil 
signed the emancipation proclamation that made her 
country the last in the world to free its slaves. Let 100 
years go by, a pretty but painfully fallacious myth of 
Brazilian “racial democracy” develop, and finally the 
merest beginnings of a Brazilian black activism take 
root. Figure it’s about time a black person ran for may- 
or of Salvador, which, with its widespread practice of 
candomblé (Brazil’s version of vodun), its Yoruba-in- 
fluenced cuisine, and its heavily black population, is 
probably the most Aftican city west of Dakar. 

When Gilberto Gil finally announced his candida- 
cy for mayor early last year, nobody was much sur- 
prised, and not just because he’d been dropping hints 
for months. For several years Gil had been identifying 
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j é ou could say there's a part two to this story. Or 





himself ever more closely with the city through his 
participation in Salvador’s increasing black political 
and cultural agitation. The process began soon after 
his return from exile, with his first visit to a candomblé 
temple. He was 30 years old, and had lived in Salva- 
dor since he was 10. 

“1 came from a family that was like many of the 
middle class in Bahia, who end up losing hold of their 
condition as black people. They're stuck there, half- 
way black, halfway white, halfway nothing, sort of 
lost in the middle-class thing. And | was very much 
like that until | was 20 years old.”” 

Gil spent thenext few years catching up.He used his 
personal prestige to almost singlehandedly revive the 
then-moribund tradition of the afoxé, groups that 
march through the city streets singing secularized ver- 
sions of candomblé hymns during Carnival. He took 
part in the founding of a national black unification 
movement. And, as is his wont, he thought about it. 

“1 had] decided to try and really find out, What is 
this that’s called blackness, or blackitude? Being 
black, what is that? What distinguishes black people 
from white people? Music helped me a lot with this. | 
clearly perceived fundamental differences between 
the music of black Americans and non-black music, 
and between the music of black Brazilians and non- 
black music. The music was what gave me insight.”” 


“How do you adapt 
modernity to tropical 
Culture? How do you 

lift Brazil out of 

its poverty and at the same 
time reveal a wealth that 
already exists in the 
culture of that people?” 


And it was in the music that he finally crystallized 
his insight. Shortly after his first visit to Africa in 1977, 
Gil recorded Refavela, a reggae-funk-afoxé tribute to 
the working-class black people of Rio and Salvador. 
The LP determined the direction of his next few al- 
bums and marked the end of his wandering in the ra- 
cial wilderness. He had come home. His campaign for 
mayor 10 years later, however, was not based primar- 
ily on issues of race. The questions he and his political 
allies have sought to raise include race, but range far 
beyond it: 

“How do you adapt modernity to tropical culture? 
How do you distinguish Brazil from the northern 
hemisphere, from Western civilization? How do you 
make Brazil a world power and at the same time nota 
world power? How do you lift Brazil out of its poverty 
and at the same time reveal a wealth that already ex- 
ists in the culture of that people... ? 

“Tropicalismo was this,” he adds. “A little. Without 
the will to power.” 

black Tropicalista for mayor of the town that gave 
birth to Tropicalismo and is spiritual home to black 
Brazilians—the poetical correctness of Gil's candida- 





cy was irresistible . But this was also Gils first taste of 
real politics, and not even two decades of public kib- 
itzing could prepare him for that. In the end, the real- 
politik kicked his ass. Gil was out-jockeyed in the 
primaries and forced to accept a shot at a city council 
seat, which he won handily. 

He's philosophical about the failure: “I don’thave a 
personal power trip. I don’t want power for me. Power 
only interests me as the power to do things for the 
whole of social life. But that in itself is a crazy dream, 
because it doesn’t exist—all power is at the bottom 
individual. Paradoxically.” 

Well, there you go: with his taste for paradox, for 
the ironic twist, the guy could wax philosophical 
about anything. With a full term of office to sit out 
now, we'll soon see what kind of a practicing politi- 
cian this artist makes. But whatever he eventually 
achieves on a pragmatic level, you get the feeling his 
fundamental take on the whole kit and kaboodle will 
always be an aesthetic one. 

“What is a mandala? You look at a mandala, it’s a 
circle, and within it there’s a bunch of patterns, and at 
the same time they're converging towards certain 
symmetries. | think society is that. It’s a search for pat- 
terns, for symmetry, but all done with the heart-rend- 
ing possibility of pain, of scandal, of difference, of 
surprise, of crime, of the no, of the devil, of evil. That's 
how I see it. My vision these days is a tragic vision. 
Outside of tragedy I see nothing.” 


e’ll end the story here, because here is 

where it always ends up after all the politico- 

cultural peregrinations: Gil onstage, with 
his music. The show has started and Gil is doing a 
version of his 1970 hit “Aquele Abraco,’” the version 
that's on his latest LP, Soy Loco Por Ti America: self- 
assuredly rocking, confident in its international pop 
reach, but still basically samba, just what it was back 
in 1970. 

This end has its own beginning: Ituacu, a small 
town in the dry backlands of the state of Bahia, some- 
time in the early 50s, and Gil torn between his first two 
loves, the rustic, rough-smooth voice of Luiz Gonza- 
ga, the local accordion star gone bigtime, and the cos- 
mopolitan, sophisticated sounds beamed in on the 
national radio programs out of Rio. It was a dilemma 
he would carry with him to Salvador, looking always 
for solutions. He came close when he discovered Joao 
Gilberto—the great synthesizer,” Gil has called 
him. But the key, of course, was rock, and the Beatles. 

“It was more seduction, the attraction that that 
power of rock and roll had over us, than any real 
knack for doing it. We were all of us seduced, back 
then. 

“Not now. The rock and roll | eventually came to 
play ... was more mature. That was more a real 
Chuck Berry thing, a B.B. Kingian thing, the type of 
thing you do when you know you are the root of that 
thing, you know that rock is samba and samba is rum- 
ba is juju music. So it’s no longer these partial seduc- 
tions, it’s the whole thing together. To the point where 
the rock | eventually came to play isn’t rock . . . Even 
‘Back in Bahia’ which is the first, made right after En- 
gland, is a kind of embolada, a musical genre from 
the north of Brazil.” 

Gil sings the first line of “Back in Bahia,” shrugs his 
shoulders. 

“It’s an embolada. So there's no getting around it. 
And then that whole business of Brazil comes back: | 
am absolutely Brazilian, | cannot help being Brazil- 
ian, and just now | was telling you ! am not Brazilian. 

“So it goes. It’s an amusing play of contradictions.” @ 


Simply Irresistible. 


The all new GS500E just hit town. The attrac- 
tion is immediate. And that’s before you know that 
this captivating machine is only $2,999* 

The concept was simple. Design a bike that is 
affordable, versatile and fun. The result is a motor- 
cycle that’s practically perfect. It's perfect for a sun- 
splashed ride to the beach. An escape to a secret 
twisty road that leads to nowhere. Or an adven- 
turous cruise through city streets. The temptation 
to ride it is simply impossible to resist. 

But there's more to tease and allure you. Like an electric starter, 
six-speed transmission and aluminum alloy wheels. And comfortable 
seating positions that won't wear you or your passenger down. Plus, 
an inviting selection of options like a sleek quarter fairing and chin 
spoiler that allow you to tailor the bike to your needs and desires. 

The brand new GS500E. There's nothing like it on the road. And 


atten your firstride; tbe abl 
toresist saying... Right On, Suzuki”  s SUZUKI. 
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For the name of your nearest Suzuki Motorcycle and ATV dealer call: 1-800-255-2550. 
Professional riders pictured. Please ride safely. Read your owner's manual carefully. Always wear a helmet, eye protection, and protective riding apparel. 
‘Remember, riding and alcohol or drugs dont mix. Take a riding skills course. For the course nearest you call the Motorcycle Safety Foundation at 1-800-447-4700. 
*Suagnested real price. Dealer. actual prce'may wary. Price doesnot aclu dealer preh cig, ze, conse ond til fos. 
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SPEED: THE CHOICE OF A NEW GENERATION 


hen the phone rings in the 
middle of the night, you just 


answer it. 
“{ heard you wanted to talk 
about speed and stuff..." In 





the background a talk-fest party is going full-bore, 

“Sure.” I reply. “But couldn't you phone back in 
the daytime? After all—it’s 3:30 in the morning.” 

“Sure it’s 3:30 in the morning. That's the whole 
point of it, isn’t it?” 

Party hearty America. Speed is back. Taste it again 
for the very first time. These days in selected areas of 
the country—mostly the West Coast, Hawaii and Tex- 
‘as—methamphetamine or “crystal,”’ “crank,” “zip,’” 
“chris or “meth,” or “crystal meth’ asit's known on 
the street—is the definite choice of a new generation. 
Catch the wave, but as always, watch out for that rip 
tide. The stuff still kills. 

To those who went through the drugged-out 60s, 
the notion that speed is coming back always brings a 
wry smile, as if bell-bottoms and beads were right 
around the corner. Infact, speed has never gone out of 
fashion. A national opinion poll last summer indicat- 
ed that of all drugs ever used recreationally, speed is 
second only to pot, a few points ahead of cocaine. But 
coke got the media coverage, and speed didn’t. Speed 
isn’t collected by barefoot peasants on Andean moun- 
tainsides, nor has it been used by Gucci-garbed dudes 
in high rise condos. Speed is snorted and popped 
mostly by white working-class guys and gals to help 
them get through a day of manual or boring labor. 
Then they use it on weekends to rock and roll. The 
people using it were just never glamorous or exciting 
enough to make speed news. 

Now it is. Students at USC cramming for finals use 
it, high-desert cowboys mixing crank with beer and 
booze use it, and jaded Hollywood teens use it, add- 
ing a quarter-tab of LSD to their drug cocktail. 

“| started out at 8 o'clock on Friday night,” said a 
21-year-old user after a weekend binge. Miss X, as she 
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likes to be called, holds a steady job as a secretary. She 
is bright, well-read, and has been using speed since 
she was 13. “I did some crystal, around $10 worth, 
then a friend came over and we did four more lines of 
speed. I topped that with a quarter-hit of LSD. When 
we got back to my house about 2:00 in the morning, 
we did another quarter-hit of acid, then a big line of 
crystal, and of course, some beer. We were hoping to 
have some pot, but it never showed. We were having 
a really fun time, but I think we were majorly more 
affected by the LSD, We stayed up until about 3:00 in 
the afternoon the next day. | would have been able to 
stay up longer, but my jaw was starting to get very 
tight, my nerves were on fire. It was the GRIND, you 
know.” 

“In the last nine months, | started to use it again,’* 
says Lucy, another 21-year-old from the San Fernando 
Valley. “It used to be just me and a friend doing it. But 
now, there’s a whole world of people out there that do 
this drug. A WHOLE WORLD!" 

The statistics bear her out. Even though the numbers 
tend to lag behind what is really going on in the 
streets, there is more than a trend going on. Surge is 
more like it. Last year 810 clandestine labs that 
“cook” meth were seized nationwide, an increase of 
almost 100 percent over the previous year. In Los An- 
geles county, drug seizures of crystal meth in the last 
three years were up 131 percent over the previous 
three years. Emergency room cases in 1987 were up 
100 percent over 1985: In Dallas, the numbers went 
from 69 to 492, and in San Diego, from 85 to over 
800—a 10-fold increase. 








f the use of meth in San Diego is a sign of things 
to come across the country, be prepared to see 
crank replace crack as the drug problem of the 
1990s. Half of those currently in San Diego County 
drug rehab facilities were strung out on meth, and one 
out of every three prisoners booked into the county's 
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prisons have methamphetamine “on board” (in their 
urine samples) when they're booked, the highest per- 
centage in the country. Four out of 10 homicides in 
the county and almost half of the crisis intervention 
calls are meth-related. “‘In San Diego County meth- 
amphetamine use is just so pervasive, epidemic 
doesn’t quite go far enough to tell you the dimensions 
of the problem,” says Ron d’Ulisse, who works with 
the DEA in San Diego County. “It’s borderline horri- 
ble. There isn’t an economic group that is not impact- 
ed by this drug. We've seen it distributed down into 
the elementary schools, K through 6, among affluent 
people, poor people, in the inland desert and along 
the beach.” 

These new populations now using crank are unusu- 
al. Previously speed was always known as the poor 
man’s cocaine. “If you want to have a good time on 
speed, then a quarter [gram] will last you a whole 
weekend,” says Lucy. “That's about 25 bucks. Co- 
caine, man, for that money, it wouldn't last you two 
hours, and you'll be dying for more. One line of crys- 
tal keep you up all night. I's very potent shit.” And if 
there’s long, hard or boring work to do, speed, again, 
is the choice over coke. Says one recovering addict: 


was the commercial applications of this new zippy 
drug. At first, amphetamine was only available in a 
volatile form, so a device for breathing the stuff was 
created, and by 1932, Smith Kline and French labora- 
tories had scooped up Alles’s patent and was produc- 
ing the Benzedrine Inhaler. (As late as 1966 Dristan 
contained 250 mg. of mephentermine, a relative of 
methamphetamine but only about one-third as po- 
tent.) Within a few years, Benzedrine was available in 
a solid pill form, and amphetamines (Alpha-Methyl- 
beta-PHenyl-EThyl-AMINE) were a part of American 
culture. 

Even now, the Army is reported to be searching fora 
viable form of amphetamine to give its ground troops 
in the event of extended maneuvers, so the lure for 
speed remains, even among official circles. To this 
day, the drug is still prescribed legally, mostly for 
obesity. 

The drug company convinced the medical estab- 
lishment that this new wonder pick-me-up drug had 
all sorts of useful applications, and got the immediate 
and official O.K. of the AMA. Studies were conducted, 
but they all ignored or denied the possibility of ad- 
verse effects. Ironically, this was the depths of the De- 


“We would snort, have a cocktail with friends, go toa 
party, cop a half a gram and drink some more booze. 
Then, you know, you’re happening. You’re cruising.” 


“On coke you can slam every 30 to 40 minutes. But 
on good crystal, you do it once and you're good for a 
day and a half. Everybody | worked with carried little 
vials of crystal about with them, although they weren't 
shooting it like me. With them it was more a snorting 
trip.” Speed is the Ollie North of drugs, a pure “can- 
do” substance, even if it, like the good Marine, had to 
‘g0 beyond the law to do it 

‘Amphetamines were not always illegal (now 
they're classified as “dangerous drugs” along with 
PCP, LSD and synthetic heroin). When they first came 
out in the early 1930s, amphetamines were the dar- 
ling of the drug industry. Ephedrine, the naturally-oc- 
curring base of speed, had been used medicinally by 
the Chinese for centuries to help lung congestion and 
lower fever. When supplies of ephedrine dwindled in 
the 1920s, Gordon Alles, a young research chemi 
Los Angeles, recreated a forgotten synthetic reproduc- 
tion of ephedrine from 1887. Alles, who tried the new 
drug on himself, realized that it did a lot more than 
‘open up congested bronchial passages: it had the 
power to alleviate fatigue and create euphoric confi- 
dence and aleriness. 

Biochemically, speed mimics the effects of adrena- 
line on the body, which sets the brain and the whole 
body humming, ready for action. Amphetamines pro- 
duce the same result by inhibiting the “reuptake” of 
the brain's hormones across the junctions of the nerve 
endings and the brain cells. As a result, the receptor 
cells in the brain continue to fire randomly, somewhat 
like a flash bulb that can’t turn itself off. This constant 
stimulation allows the body to release stored energy. 
Speed produces none of its own energy. That's why 
people “crash” on speed, sometimes sleeping for 
days on end recovering from a lengthy binge. That's 
why they feel tapped-out when they wake up after 
crashing: they've been running on fumes for days. 

Back in the 30s, the inner workings of amphet- 
amines were not understood. What was understood 
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pression years, and the country needed any kind of 
pick-me-up available. Within months, “purple 
hearts” were available on the black market and peo- 
ple were stuffing them down by the handful if they 
wanted to stay up all night and dance. Speed was the 
perfect drug for doing boring repetitious tasks for long 
periods of time—a perfect description of life in the 
Army, 

When World War'll broke out, amphetamines were 
willingly handed out to soldiers and airmen who 
needed to stay up for long periods of time. Mean- 
while, the Germans were using an even more po- 
tent isomer of speed—methamphetamine—and we 
now know that all the Panzer Divisions of the Wehr- 
macht were constantly stoked on the drug. Hitler got 
intravenous injections of methamphetamine, and his 
later paranoid delusions and bizarre conduct are now 
considered to be a direct consequence of the drug, 
making der Fahrer one of the first speed freaks. 

After the war, enormous surplus amounts previous- 
ly earmarked for the military flooded the civilian mar- 
kets. Japan’s postwar reconstruction was fueled by 
speed, until they realized that too much of the drug 
turned people weird and regulated amphetamine use 
in the early 1950s. (To this day, the Japanese have a 
major amphetamine abuse problem.) Scandinavia 
was a hotbed of its abuse, and in America speed sim- 
ply became a part of the normal psychopharmacolo- 
gical landscape. 

Truck drivers popped “bennies”’ to stay awake; mil- 
lions of housewives lined up at their doctors to get 
new prescriptions for their ‘diet pills.” There was 
some concern about odd side effects, such as para- 
noia and violent behavior, but they were discounted. 
The drug companies were making a fortune, churning 
out amphetamines under dozens of different names 
(Dietamine, Racephen, Ritalin) but the nation that was 
diddy-bopping along on speed at the time knew them 
by their street names: Black Beauties, Big Cross-Tops 


and Little Whites. The drug was everywhere. Rumor 
has it that JFK got intravenous shots of methampheta- 
mine right in the Oval Office when he had to stay up 
and perform at peak levels for long periods of time. 

Then came the 60s. A subculture of drug users who 
used speed almost exclusively—popping it or shoot- 
ing it—developed, and began to evince all the symp- 
toms we now associate with classic amphetamine 
abuse. These wild-eyed, manic burnout cases would 
blither on endlessly, rip off anything not welded in 
place, then go into fits of erratic and violent behavior. 
Welcome the speed freak. They were shunned by oth- 
er sorts of drug users, and ended up congregating with 
the only segment of the population who could stom- 
ach their company—other speed freaks. 

Speed literally spelled the end of the age of Flower 
Power. Speed and love, it seems, are absolutely in- 
compatible, and when the bohunk amphetamine 
freaks invaded the Haight, the Summer of Love turned 
into the long and discontented Winter of Speed. 
‘Among the baby-boomers who came of age during 
the Sixties and watched the destructive effects of am- 
phetamines, speed has never lost its opprobrium. 
Nevertheless there was still a large and willing popu- 
lation pool for its use. Speed settled into its low-medi: 
profile and continued to be used regularly, mostly by 
lower-class whites. 

That might explain why Hell's Angels and other 
‘outlaw biker clubs have always been intimately en- 
twined in the illegal production and distribution of 
speed. ‘I was already doing speed when | hooked up. 
with a.guy from Hell’s Angels,” says Marki, now off 
crank for good. “They have factories all over the 
place. They drink all the time, and they snort speed, 
but never fix it. That's ‘cause bikers never put needles 
in their bodies; it’s like a law of the land." Marki re- 
members how there was never a lot of dealing out 
of the house. “Nobody sat around dealing small 
amounts, or selling it off the comers or around 
schools. They had a very business-like approach, and 
they had it well set up. They'd just go off to other 
places and come back with it. They never, never took 
the women along.” Once the shipment was moved, 
they'd keep only as much as they needed for their per- 
sonal use—a quantity that could be flushed down the 
toilet in case of a bust. 

Some say that the outlaw biker gangs held a fran- 
chise on the drug: others prefer the term “strangle- 
hold.” “There was a case down in Victorville,” recalls 
Ralph Lochridge, a DEA agent in Los Angeles. “Hell's 
Angels had fronted a guy about a quarter-pound of 
‘crank which he was supposed to take down to San 
Diego.” The runner and his girlfriend used all the drug 
themselves. “The Hell's Angels hunted him down and 
shothim todeath in his pickup truck. That’s not untyp- 
ical: they're pretty ruthless. And they have to be: 
speeders are dangerous types.”” 

The FBI has been targeting outlaw biker gangs up 
and down the West Coast with some success, as part 
of their organized-crime-busting unit. One recent 
bust, “Operation Cacus,” resulted in the arrest of 38 
Hell’s Angels, seizures of $3.5 million in cash, 25 
pounds of gold and 40 pounds of methamphetamine. 
Other clubs have been implicated in the trade as well: 
the Ghost Riders, the Bandidos and the Gypsy Jokers. 

‘When the Hell's Angels controlled things, the traffic 
in crystal was steady and predictable: there was some 
order to the operation. “The upside of having the 
Hell's Angels controlling the market is that their prod- 
uct was relatively safe,”” says Lochridge. “They pretty 
much kept the supply and demand in tune.” 
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SANDRA BERNE ARD 


Without You I’m Nothing 


The soundtrack to her off-Broadway smash 





for less than the price of a matinee ticket. 


a 


=~ 
GMA. 


TASTES GREAT HAS WON. 


(WHATTA SURPRISE) 


Jesse “The Body" Ventura, who. 
was really L.C. Greenwood, who 
drinks Miller Lite cause it tastes great, 
has won the greatest wrestling event 
in history. Lite-A-Mania. 

Which proves Miller Lite is America's 
favorite light beer, because when it's 
Miller Lite, less filling really tastes great, 
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Billy Bragg has a big nose, a guitar, and some ideas about love and socialism. Bob Dylan 
and the Clash changed his life. Now he's trying to change some lives. 


hen Billy Bragg was 14 years old, he worked as. 
a Saturday boy in a hardware store in Barking, a 
working-class suburb of East London, and 
spent his lunch hour in the record department 
downstairs. Back then, they still had listening 
booths, and he would sit in one while listening to any records 
he found in the racks that seemed interesting. He had heard 
the Byrds’ version of “Mr. Tambourine Man,’’ and was cur- 
ious to hear the original that was on the first Bob Dylan 
Greatest Hits LP. It was the first time he heard the entire ver- 
sion and it blew him away, especially the imagery in the later 
verses: “Dance beneath the diamond sky with one hand 
waving free...” 

He proceeded to buy the album, and for the longest time it 
was the only Dylan album he owned. He really didn’t have 
that much money to buy albums; he was mostly buying Rod 
Stewart and the Faces and David Bowie singles and Motown 
compilations. Later he swapped a copy of the Jackson Five’s 
Greatest Hits for an original copy of The Times They Are A- 
Changin’. The third Dylan album he got was the double 
Greatest Hits, and it wasn’t until years later that he got 
around to buying Highway 61, He was 22 when he heard 
“Desolation Row.” It made him think music could change 
the world 

Music didn’t change the world. Bob Dylan didn’t save 


TALKIN’ BOUT A REVOLUTION 





him. Then he thought the Clash would change the world, just 
by being new and different. He couldn’t understand, at the 
time, why they didn’t. He still has an undiminished soft spot 
for Tamla/Motown music and the ideas of punk. They both 
represent to him important periods. It wasn’t until the elec- 
tion of Margaret Thatcher in 1979, and the second election 
even more so, by which time he was politicized, that he real- 
ized music in isolation won't change anything. It has to work 
with other forces in society. That’s when he stopped writing 
his political songs in isolation and started working with the 
Forces of Democratic Socialism. 

Politics in Great Britain is a lot different from the US. In 
England, class politics is still important and there's a mass 
labor movement that's seen as a cohesive force. In the US 
there is no clear class system and no obvious mass labor 
movement. When Bragg first came to the US in 1984, he 
didn’t see any political activity. It wasn’t until he started talk- 
ing to people that he realized most political activity is in sin- 
gle-issue groups, like the opposition to South African 
apartheid. He found the people involved in these single- 
issue movements weren't inspired by the ideals of socialism, 
or any political ideology, but by humanitarian feelings. In 
England, socialism is an extension of humanitarian feelings. 
When he tells people here he’s a socialist, they immediately 
equate it with the Soviet Union, which they shouldn't. He 
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Billy Bragg: Street musician. 


has as many disagreements with the Soviet Union as 
he does with America, 

The events that politicized Bragg and led him to so- 
cialism were the Falklands War—an extension of the 
Conservative Party policy to divert attention away 
from economic problems at home—and more impor- 
tantly, Thatcher's attacks on free health care, medi- 
cine and education. Billy Bragg is nota revolutionary. 
He's just someone who wants to live in a caring soci 
ety. That's the message of his songs, which are remi- 
niscent of early Dylan. A lot of people think of Bragg 
as the British Bob Dylan. More likely, Dylan and 
Bragg are of kindred spirit. 

There's another side to him, though. In 1977, the 
punk rock Billy Bragg formed a band called Riff Raff 
that lasted four years. A year later he resurfaced as Bill 
Bragg, a solo minstrel of protest songs. A couple of 
years later Bragg billed himself as Spy Versus Spy, 
hoping to attract a larger audience if people thought 
they were going to see a band. His first album in the 
UK, Life's A Riot With Spy Vs. Spy, reached into the 
national Top 30 and to Number One on the indepen- 
dent charts, It was followed by the equally political 
Brewing Up With Billy Bragg, Between The Wars and 








Talking To The Taxman About Poetry. On his latest 
album, Workers Playtime, hardcore politics are bal- 
anced with the more personal politics of romance, 
which refreshingly avoid the banal sexism found on 
most pop records. 

Over the last seven years, Bragg has performed on 
picket lines and concert halls all over the world—on 
both sides of the Iron Curtain. If it's a listening audi- 
ence, he'll talk politics. If it’s a rowdy audience, he'll 
play. He feels it's his job to provoke, especially Ameri- 
cans, into sending the world something more positive 
than Ramboism, which, he thinks, is all American cul- 
ture has come up with in the 1980s. Although his poli- 
tics might be too dogmatic for some, his sincerity is 
beyond reproach. In that respect, he’s practically 
unique 


The Sixties 


kind of lived through the Sixties in a backwards 
way, through listening to all those Bob Dylan rec- 
ords. That gave me a ground in the liberal ideal that 


the world can be changed if we invent a countercul- 
ture. But half million people in a field in upstate New 
York, in 1969, does not make a counterculture. It 
makes a very interesting gig in a film and some nice 
albums, but Woodstock was not proof that there was a 
counterculture. I've been to enough muddy festivals 
in the rain. | would much rather have taken part in the 
Freedom Rides in the early Sixties. That was a real eye- 
opener. The Sixties have become a mythology, but I'm 
not so sure the Sixties were so wonderfully uplifting. 
I've been arrested twice in the last couple of years for 
being politically active, for sitting in the street outside 
the South African embassy, and for cutting the fence at 
a nuclear installation. I'm sure we'll look back upon 
the Eighties and say the same kinds of things that we 
feel about the Sixties. 


Beating Around Bush 


lecting George Bush is like putting your finger in 

the dike. To watch him go around saying, “Watch 
my lips: no more taxes,” is like saying, “‘There is no 
budget deficit. We are not a debtor nation.” It's the 
‘American people collectively putting their heads in 
the sand. When America sneezes, the world catches 
cold. You're in a position where, if you don't do some- 
thing about the deficit, Black Monday is going to seem 
like a clear day compared to what's going to happen 
to stock markets around the world. Spending all this 
money on arms has left the US and the Soviet Union 
totally in hock, while the Japanese have been making 
cassette machines and motorbikes and cars that peo- 
ple want. Your tactics since World War Il, that whoev- 
er has the most missiles is the most strong, has proven 
to be absolutely untrue. Whoever has the most mis- 
siles is the most economically weak. If you can’t d 
er to your own people what they want, what's the 
point of defending them? If Bush does the things he’s 
promised to do, no new taxes and no change, the 
world is in trouble. It’s like watching the Titanic sail: 
everyone's cheering and waving, but you know out 
there, there isa great big reality. That's what's happen- 
ing to the US economy. Everyone's waving and cheer- 
ing and off it goes, but no one is actually steering. The 
band is playing really loud, to distract everybody, but 
there aren’t enough lifeboats; they have all been sold, 
and the iceberg is out there. 








Panic Buying 


he day after the American presidential election, | 

went out and bought two soundtrack albums, 
Drowning By Numbers and The Long Riders, and a 
plastic winter hat with some fur around the back, to 
tour around Europe in, in winter. What I really wanted 
to do was get in the streets and be among the people. | 
had been home from America for four days and | just 
wanted to go out and dive in among everybody, get 
stuck on the subway and look in the shops, and feel 
London around me. 


The Most Expensive Thing 
| Ever Felt Guilty About Buying 
bought a National Steel guitar for 800 pounds. Fora 


long time | thought about it and eventually | con- 
vinced myself it was an antique and buying it was 


uaa un] 








SHE SHIFTED UNCOMFORTABLY IN HER 
SEAT. HER BACK CLUNG TO THE 
SIMULATED VINYL. A BEAD OF SWEAT 
DRIPPED OFF HER CHIN. THEN, 

IN A FLASH, IT CAME TO HER. 
BINGO! (; es 
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some kind of investment. When everything went 
down the tubes again, and | went back to poverty, | 
could sell it. The day | bought it, it was Black Monday, 
coincidentally, so I felt equally more smug that | made 
a much better investment. And you will be pleased to 
know that it was 10 years older than the guy who sold 
it to me thought it was. It’s actually from the 1920s. | 
don’t play this guitar live. It’s in my bedroom. | sit on 
the side of the bed playing slide on it, 'm really crap at 
playing slide. Wiggy plays great slide. All the slide on 
the record is Wiggy. | have no excuse now that | have 
this guitar. 
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Beneath my bed are loads of rolled-up posters of 
gigs I’ve done and political posters that | picked up in 
the Soviet Union. When you go to the Soviet Union, 
there’s nothing to bring back other than big political 
posters. They're all 50 cents each. I'ma terrible hoard- 
er of artifacts. | love truck stops. You can always find 
stupid thingsat truck stops. I'ma terrible buyer of post- 
cards and never send them. | once sent all my Christ- 
mas cards from Leningrad. | posted them in October, 
so they would get there in time, and they all made it, 
even the ones coming to America. | also like buttons. 
I've been wearing a button for the longest time with 


George Bush on it saying, “Shit Happens.” Now, of 
course, it takes on another meaning 


Talking To The Taxman About Poetry 


ow forms, where they ask you your occupa- 
tion, | put down “self-employed musician.” feel 
I'ma poet. Tobe perfectly honest, | don't feel like I'ma 
singer, even less like a musician, and barely a guitar 
player. | put down musician because that’s what my 
accountant tells me to put down. | feel that ! earn my 
living as a songwriter, and all the good poets these 
days are in songwriting, because it’s the mass media. 
The best poets today are Elvis Costello, Tom Waits, 
Van Morrison, Morrissey, Bob Marley and Jonathan 
Richman, who is definitely a nursery rhyme poet and 
one of my favorite songwriters. Bob Dylan doesn’t 
speak to me anymore, ifheis. Lou Reed was very poet- 
ic when he was with the Velvet Underground. They 
portray, for a lot of English people, the underside of 
America that was for so long glossed over. | don’t 
know about Patti Smith. Holland, Dozier and Hol- 
land, they're poets. Smokey Robinson—didn’t Bob 
Dylan once say he was the greatest living poet? | think 
Bruce Springsteen is a bit too self-consciously cine- 
magraphic to be a poet; he belongs to a different tradi- 
tion, Everyone in Nicaragua is a poet: the guy who 
shot Somoza, Sr. was a poet. What is a poet? Someone 
who is trying to reflect the world and make sense of it, 
or to communicate with others. If there were more 
poets around, the world would be a better place. But 
poets are dangerous. Wasn't it Homer who said, “If 
you want a stable country, get rid of all the poets’? 


Historical Events 
| Wish | Had Witnessed 


would love to have seen the Russian revolution. 

That was a great enigma. And the victory over fas- 
cism in 1945, when they liberated the death camps. 
That's what we were fighting to free the world from. 
The First World War was just a scrap between imperi- 
al powers, for no reason whatsoever, except asa result 
of imperial capitalism. But for the ordinary foot sol- 
dier, who didn’t necessarily see the world plan, to find 
the horror of the death camps, after so many horrors 
had been survived—and to experience the victory 
over that. 


A Pair Of Shoes 
| Wouldn't Mind Being In 


wouldn't mind spending a Saturday afternoon in 
front of 20,000 people in Bryan Robson’s—the cap- 
tain of England’s soccer team—shoes, while being in 
the center of the pitch, in front of the goal. Someone 
would toss the ball from the side of the pitch, and he'd 
rise above the defense and head the ball in. Soccer 
was the only other thing | wanted to do, apart from this 
job. That's what kept me together asa kid. Iwas hardly 
good enough to get on the school team, but | suppose 
it was as unbelievable as doing this job, which | 
couldn’t see how I was going to achieve, either. 


Easier Said Than Done 
he US needs a third political party; we have to sell 


‘more than 50,000 records; and “I promise | won't 
come in your mouth.” 6 
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(heirs 1S the Kingdom of heaven. 


What do Nazi war criminals, the CIA, 
Mafia overlords and the Vatican have in 
common? The secret order of the Knights 
of Malta. 


Article by Robert Anton Wilson 


n spring 1945, when Nazi Germany was in ruins, 

General Reinhard Gehlen, Chief of Intelligence 

under Hitler, loaded a truck with top secret docu- 

ments and drove to the nearest American Army 

division he could find, to negotiate a separate 
peace, General Gehlen was evidently a very, very 
good negotiator. (Of course, he had that truck full of 
god-knows-what secrets. .. .) 

Gehlen soon had an American general’s uniform 
and was flown to Washington, where he negotiated 
further. According to papers secured by professor Carl 
Ogelsby, under the Freedom of Information Act, by 
the time Gehlen was through negotiating, he was the 
head of what became the CIA’s Soviet penetration 
section, and a number of other top Nazis had CIA jobs 
as well. Ogelsby regards this as the beginning of the 
“Nazification' of the American intelligence commu- 
nity. Reinhard the Fox, as some called him, was a 
Knight of Malta, and that may also have helped, 

Who the hell, you may ask, are the Knights of Mal- 
ta? Didn't Dashiel Hammett invent them for a detec- 
tive story? 

Well, the Knights of Malta are a fabulously wealthy 
secret society of Catholic laypersons. Back in the 11th 
century they were called the Knights of St. John of Je- 
rusalem, Later they became the Knights of Rhodes, 
and then the Knights of Malta, as they are still usually 
known, Their correct name, however, is the Sovereign 
Military Order of Malta (often abbreviated to SMOM) 
since they now admit Dames as well as Knights. After 
they lost Malta to Napoleon in 1798, their actual 
world headquarters has been a small building in the 
Vatican. 

According to Catholic sources, they area charitable 
order devoted to good works, According to most secu- 
lar humanist historians, and especially Freemasons, 
SMOM is the Vatican's secret police and all members 
are sworn to destroy Protestantism, liberalism, de- 
mocracy and everything else that has interfered with 
Papal Omnipotence in the last 400 years. 

According to English journalist Gordon Thomas, 
members of SMOM currently act as couriers between 
the Pope and the Director of the CIA. According to 





Pope John Paul Il: How much does he know about the links between covert organizations 
and the Vatican? 


Mae Brussel, the late conspiracy researcher, members 
of SMOM are sworn by oath to obey Vatican orders 
even in cases of murder and treason. 

Along with Reinhard the Fox, a few other prominent 
members of SMOM in recent times have included: 

—Franz von Papen, the man who persuaded Presi- 
dent von Hindenburg to resign and appoint Hitler the 
chancellor of Germany; 

—General Alexander Haig, White House heavy- 
weight in both the Nixon and Reagan administrations; 
the man who claimed “diabolical forces" had created 
some of the evidence against Nixon; 

—Alexander de Marenches, former chief of French 
intelligence; 

—William F, Buckley Jr., foremost spokesperson 
for the “bombs-and-Jesus” faction of American 
conservatism; 

—Clare Booth Luce, wife of the founder of Time/ 
Life, longtime Congressional enemy of the New Deal 
and later US Ambassador to the Vatican; 

—Licio Gelli, founder of the secret Propaganda Due 
(P2) society which the Italian government has charged 


with conspiring to install a new fascist government by 
coup, and of several dozen other crimes. 
—Roberto Calvi, president of Banco Ambrosiano in 
Milan, a P2 member who handled Vatican finances in 
Europe and was often called “God's banker”; 
—Michele “the Shark” Sindona, a lawyer for sever- 
al Mafia families and owner of several Italian banks 
and the Franklin National Bank in the US; 
—Umberto Ortolani, wealthy Italian fascist, P2 
member and founder of secret right-wing groups in 
Latin America, A business associate of Calvi—and of 
Bishop Paul “the Gorilla” Marcinkus and Michele 
“the Shark”’ Sindona 
—Otto von Hapsburg, descendent of the former 
royal family of Austria and a prominent member of the 
Bilderbergers, a secret society of financiers which 
meets once a year and will seemingly go to any length 
to prevent the press from learning their full member- 
ship roster or what they are meeting to discuss. 
—William Casey, Director of the CIA under Presi- 
dent Reagan, who died during the Iran-contra 
hearings. 
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You can see that General Gehlen belonged to a 
Catholic organization that is, to say the least of it, in- 
ternational in scope and highly influential. That may 
have helped him in his metamorphosis from Nazi to 
CIA section chief as much as the truck full of secrets 
did. 

Actually Gehlen’s fascist infiltration of the CIA 
might be described as seducing an old whore. The 
OSS (predecessor of the CIA) already had a working 
relationship with the Mafia in both America and Italy 
by then. This had been masterminded by the convict- 
ed pimp, Charles “Lucky” Luciano, who in return for 
an early parole from prison arranged that the Sicilian 
Mafiosi would help the invading American Army. This 
accelerated the American conquest of Italy but it also 
married the American intelligence community to the 
Mob for many decades—up to the present, in fact. 

In 1948, Congress passed the National Security Act, 
making part of the government invisible to the people 
(and to Congress itself). We have learned to live with a 
clandestine shadow government, whose actions are 
hidden from us and whose links with fascism and or- 
ganized crime we only occasionally glimpse when a 
few sensational blunders blow the cover here or there. 

In the 1950s an Italian wheeler-dealer named Licio 
Gelli entered the inner sanctum of the CIA/Mafia alli- 
ance. Gelli, another Knight of Malta, had honed his 
skills in the Spy Game by working, during World War 
UI, as a double agent for the Gestapo and the Commu- 
nist underground, and had managed to convince both 
that he was faithfully serving them and betraying the 
other guys. In post-war Rome, Gelli began a new busi- 
rness—creating false ID for Nazi war criminals fleeing 
prosecution, and finding them jobs in Latin America. 
Many eventually ended up working for the CIA or the 
Death Squads which, as everybody knows, have no 
connection with the CIA except for being recruited, 
trained, armed, financed and “advised” by them. 

While recruiting Nazis for the CIA, Gelli formed 
strong links with ODESSA, the secret society of former 
SS officers, who seem to be devoted chiefly to (a) 
evading capture by Israeli intelligence and (b) creating 
a Fourth Reich in Latin America, the part of the world 
that seems most ripe for a fascist takeover. Gelli assist- 
ed many fascist regimes down there, including buying 
guns for the Argentines before the Falklands war and 
helping to restore Peron to power, for which Peron 
‘once knelt before him and kissed his hand. 

Gelli was on the CIA’s payroll since the mid-1950s. 
He had originally been hired by them to strengthen 
the right wing in the Italian labor movement and 
weaken the left wing. Gelli had done this, most effi- 
ciently, by bribing those union officials who could be 
bribed and arranging to have the Mafia assassinate 
those who couldn't be bribed. You must admit that 
technique was neat. 

Signor Gelli also, sometime in there, got himself on 
the payroll of the KGB. Thus, in addition to the billions 
he and his friends were soon earning on the financial 
fun and games we shall discuss below, Gelli was be- 
ing paid as an intelligence agent by both Washington 
and Moscow, A man who could convince both the 
Nazis and the Red Underground that he was on their 
side in World War II could play the same game in the 
Cold War years. 

Gelli was later called “the Puppet Master” by the 
ltalian press, and indeed even in this age of covert op- 
erations he seems to have been uncommonly devious. 
Our first real glimpse of the inner world of SMOM and 
2 under the Puppet Master began when another 
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Roberto Calvi at one point 
owned more banks than 
anybody in the world, 
except that most of them 
had no existence in sensory- 
sensual space-time or 
“ordinary reality.” 


Knight of Malta, Roberto Calvi, was found hanging 
from Blackfriars Bridge in London on june 18, 1982. 
Often called “God's Banker,”” Calvi had been man- 
ager of Vatican finances in Europe, and belonged to 
Gelli’s pseudo-Masonic P2 lodge. 

Although badly wounded in Italy after the Calvi 
scandal, P2 still survives and has lodges all over Latin 
America and in the United States. Former Italian 
Prime Minister Giovanni Spadolini calls it “the new 





“God's Banker” Roberto Calvi, a year before he 
was found hanging from the middle of Blackfriars 
Bridge in London. 


Mafia . . .a multinational of crime." All the top dogs 
in P2 appear to be Knights of Malta, but that may be 
just another coincidence. 

The original coroner's jury ruled that Calvi had 
killed himself. This verdict was greeted with derision 
by most of the English press, which noted that Calvi 
was 62, not given to exercise, distinctly out of shape, 
and not likely to have performed the acrobatic feats 
required in lowering himself over the railing of the 


bridge and somehow climbing or leaping to the mid- 
dle of the bottom of the bridge where his body had 
been found hanging from an under-girder. 

A second coroner's jury was eventually convened 
and they ruled that the evidence was not conclusive 
enough to decide if Calvi had killed himself or had 
been killed by persons unknown 

Clara Calvi, the dead banker's widow, came to En- 
gland at the time of the second coroner's inquest and 
told the jury her husband had been planning to testify 
against his former colleagues and lived in terror that 
he would be killed by order of persons in the Vati- 
‘can—“at the very top.” 

Those who claim foul play in the Calvi hanging 
have all made much of another rather singular coinci- 
dence. The morning Calvi was found dangling (with 
his pockets full of bricks) from that bridge in London, 
his secretary, Graziella Corrocher, plunged to her 
death from a window of Calvi’s Banco Ambrosiano in 
Milan. Like Calvi’s death, Corrocher’s defenestration 
was originally pronounced suicide, but many have 
questioned that verdict. Maybe suicide was epidemic 
in that bank. Maybe—but then again, as Stalin's 
henchman Beria once said, “Any damn fool can com- 
mit a murder. It takes an artist to arrange a suicide.” 

Italian magistrates concluded that during the 
1970s, Calvi and his fellow Knight of Malta, Mike “the 
Shark” Sindona, had fairly well taken control of Vati- 
can finances, with the connivance of Bishop Paul “the 
Gorilla’” Marcinkus (so dubbed because of his gargan- 
twan anatomy: he had served as a bodyguard for two 
Popes.) 

Paul the Gorilla was soon manager of the Vatican 
Bank and had set up another bank in the Bahamas, 
called Cisalpine, which he co-owned with Roberto 
Calvi, who at one point owned more banks and hold- 
ing companies than anybody in the world, except that 
most of the banks later turned out to have no existence 
in sensory-sensual space-time or ordinary reality: they 
were only notations on paper—ghost companies, 
useful for laundering funds and confusing bank exam- 
iners, The Cisalpine Bank really existed, however, and 
later came to the attention of the DA's office in Dade 
County, Florida, because they had uncovered its links 
with what they called “the biggest cocaine laundro- 
mat” in the world. This was an outfit resonantly 
named the World Finance Corporation and was run 
by a “former” (or allegedly former) CIA agent, Her- 
nandez Cataya 

The World Finance Corporation was reported to the 
Dade County cops by garbage men who said they of- 
ten found marijuana stalks in the bank's rubbish. That 
sort of thing attracts the attention of Florida law en- 
forcement people. Further inquiry revealed that the 
CIA was using the bank for payments to “deep cover” 
agents in Latin America and that most of the cocaine 
money from Latin America was being laundered 
through the WFC and then sent on to the Cisalpine in 
the Bahamas, where Paul the Gorilla and Roberto 
Calvi ran it through the Vatican Bank and Banco Am- 
brosiano and a merry-go-round of Sindona’s banks in 
a system so tricky that not even God himself knows 
where the money finally landed—although most stu- 
dents of this caper believe a large chunk of it might be 
found in those Swiss accounts with which Licio Gelli 
was later to be obsessed to the point of foolhardiness. 
The Dade County DA convicted a few WEC officials 
but claims the CIA prevented him from getting the evi- 
dence he needed to convict eight others, all of whom 
seemed to have links to the Agency. 
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‘Also in the 1970s Paul the Gorilla and Mike the 
Shark set up a deal in which the American Mafia— 
specifically, the Johnny Roselli family, acting through 
New York's Rizzo family—printed a billion dollars 
(yes, $1,000,000,000) in counterfeit stock which was 
deposited in the Vatican Bank and then disappeared 
almost totally from the sight of profane investigators. 
Only $100 million has ever been tracked down; the 
other $900 million is probably still circulating, 

Businessmen in tight spots often buy counterfeit 
stock, deposit it in a bank long enough to establish a 
hefty “line of credit” and then sell it to someone 
equally desperate before the fraud is discovered. 
Counterfeit stocks sell at 10 percent of the face value, 
but if you successfully deposit them without being 
caught, your line of credit equals the face value: thus, 
for a $10 million investment, you can be worth $100 
million on paper. If the counterfeits are bought and 
sold fast enough, most of the operators of these scams 
escape detection. 

Johnny Roselli, who arranged the printing of these 
counterfeits for Paul the Gorilla and his associates in 
the Vatican, also had a long track record with the CIA, 
having collaborated with them in several assassina- 
tion attempts on Fidel Castro. Many investigators— 
e.g., columnist Jack Anderson and English journalist 
Anthony Summers—have claimed there is good evi- 
dence that Roselli was involved somehow in the Ken- 
nedy assassination, Roselli disappeared while under 
subpoena by the House Select Committee on Assassi- 
nations and was later found dead. Roselli’s close asso- 
ciate, Sam Giancana— who had at least once 
discussed a plan to assassinate Kennedy, according to 
one witness before the House Select Committee— 
was also killed while under subpoena, Sam was shot 
through the mouth—the sasso in bocca, traditional 
Mafia punishment for suspected informers. 

‘An even stranger corner of the “new Mafia’” had 
been revealed when the police attempted to arrest Li- 
cio Gelli 

Gelli skipped Italy before the police could nab him, 
and investigations about how he had been tipped off 
revealed that many members of the secret police (de- 
voted to protecting the government) were also mem- 
bers of P2 (devoted to overthrowing the government). 
This phalanx of double agents included General Mu- 
sumeci, the Chief of Intelligence, who was subse- 
quently indicted for conspiring, with Calvi, Gelli and 
others, in the attempted fascist coup. 

Musumeci, in fact, was charged with aiding the al- 
legedly left-wing bombers he was supposed to be 
hunting down. The embattled general died (of natural 
causes, it seems) before he could stand trial, but 
meanwhile over 950 other agents of P2 were uncov- 
ered in the Italian government, and P2 was being 
blamed for the Bologna railway bombing of 1980 and 
assorted other terrorist acts previously attributed to the 
Red Brigades. (Gelli had explained this policy of ter- 
rorism, which he called “The Strategy of Tension,” in 
a paper written for P2 initiates, The strategy of tension 
was supposed to make Italians welcome a totalitarian 
coup to save them from Mad Bombers.) 

Gelli, after his escape from Italy, was subsequently 
reported in Uruguay, near the previous home of Klaus 
Barbie, the Nazi war criminal who had been em- 
ployed for nearly 40 years by the CIA. It was later re- 
vealed that Gelli had helped Barbie get employment 
with the CIA and that the secret P2 lodges Gelli and 
Ortolini had formed in Latin America played a key 
role in supporting Vatican and CIA objectives there. 








“The greatest error of 
historians is that the 
Roman Empire ‘fell.’ It 
never fell. It still runs the 
Western world, through 
the Vatican and the 


Mafia.” 


After his 1982 flight to Uruguay, Signor Gelli later 
returned covertly to Switzerland, to withdraw funds 
froma numbered bank account. He was apprehended 
by Swiss police and placed in a maximum security 
prison until he could be extradited to Italy. The “maxi- 
mum security” prison managed to hold the wily Gelli 
for only three days—72 hours—and then, in some 
manner not yet determined, he escaped and was soon 
back in Uruguay. That was also neat 





American Bishop Paul “the Gorilla” Marcinkus, 
SMOM member, papal bodyguard and Vatican 
bank manager. 


Some Swiss wits claim the prison should havea sign 
showing the famous Three Monkeys (“See no Evil, 
Hear no Evil, Speak no Evil”) and a motto, “Ficken-Sie 
nicht mit P2!”” (“Don't fuck with P2!"), 

Meanwhile, the beleaguered Italian government— 
falling apart as more and more P2 members were un- 
covered in its highest offices—was trying to extradite 
Mike the Shark from the United States to stand trial for 
murder and conspiracy. 


Itwas due to Mike the Shark’s wheeling and dealing 
that the Vatican now owns substantial shares in the 
World Trade Center, Proctor & Gamble and Para- 
mount Films. 

Mike the Shark was a guest at one of Nixon’s White 
House parties. When New York DA Frank Hogan tried 
to extradite Paul the Gorilla to stand in connec- 
tion with the billion-dollar counterfeit stock fraud, 
Nixon’s Justice Department intervened to protect 
Marcinkus. Puppet Master Gelli was a guest at Rea- 
gan’s January 1981 inauguration: there is even a 
photo of Gelli and Reagan together, smiling as if at 
some private and wonderful jest. Bishop Paul the Go- 
la advanced to Archbishop. In those halcyon days 
everybody in the CIA/P2/SMOM loop was making bil- 
lions—or hundreds of billions, if you believe some 
estimates of the profits in the drug traffic. 

But then Mike the Shark fell, and he fell hard. A 
New York jury found him guilty of 65 counts of stock 
and currency fraud. Despite being defended by Nix- 
on’s law firm in the extradition matter, the Shark was 
finally returned to Italy, where he was convicted of 
murdering a bank examiner. He was awaiting trial on 
further conspiracy charges when he was poisoned in 
his cell. 

According to “Coverup,” a film by the Empower- 
ment Project, most of the guns for the Contras and oth- 
er death squads in Latin America go through a Costa 
Rican estate belonging to a former, or allegedly for- 
mer, CIA officer. “Coverup” has an interview with a 
pilot who flew several missions and says he always 
brought cocaine back to the States after delivering the 
guns to the terrorists. The money for all this went 
through the WFC in Miami and hence onward to the 
Cisalpine Bank in the Bahamas and the rest of the Mar- 
cinkus-Calvi-Sindona financial Fun House. 

Historians will marvel at the era of fun and games— 
when Nancy was telling us “Just say no” and the CIA 
was telling its pilots “Just fly low," when Colonel 
North was drafting a plan to suspend the Constitution 
indefinitely and bragging to friends, “The old man 
(Reagan) loves my ass,”’ when cocaine and guns and 
money were flowing like a river in flood through the 
secret bank accounts of the CIA and its friends, includ- 
ing the P2 faction in Rome and the Vatican. And the 
CIA was governed by William Casey, yet another 
Knight of Malta, and a man with no qualms about ly- 
ing to Congress, as Barry Goldwater finally noticed 
with dismay. “I am really pissed off,” Goldwater 
eventually wrote to Casey, when the full extent of Mad 
Bill’s deceptions began to dawn on the Senate. 

Mad Bill, like General Musumeci, died of natural 
causes while under investigation. Sometimes | won- 
der if the artists who, in Beria’s words, “arrange’’ sui- 
cides have learned to “arrange” natural deaths. 

Licio Gelli finally returned from his hideout in Uru- 
guay to make another attempt to get money out of that 
Swiss bank account. The Swiss police nabbed him 
again—sometimes the greatest conspirators are the 
greatest fuck-ups—and managed to return him to Italy 
that time. He was acquitted of complicity in the Bolo- 
gna railway bombing and is awaiting trial on further 
conspiracy charges. 

Pondering all this | recall an old friend, Alan Watts, 
Zen philosopher and wit. “The greatest error of histo- 
rians,’” Alan once told me, “is that the Roman Empire 
Yell! It never fell, It still runs the Western world, 
through the Vatican and the Mafia.”’ | didn’t believe 
thatwhen Alan said it; thought it was one of his jokes. 
Now | wonder. S 
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WORDS FROM THE FRONT 


Dr. Mathilde Krim has become the 
Dr. Ruth of AIDS, bringing Hollywood 
stars, and a lot of money, to the fight. 


Column by Celia Farber 


hen Dr. Mathilde Krim was very young 

and growing up in Switzerland during 

the war, she heard stories about Jews: 

being killed in concentration camps 

and confronted her parents about 
They scoffed, coughed, changed the subject and sent 
her to her room. After the war, she saw film footage 
from concentration camps, and decided what to do 
with her life. Krim joined the Irgun, a powerful Jewish 
underground movement, converted to Judaism, mar- 
ried a Jewish man and later moved to the young nation 
of Israel, where she lived for five years. 

She then moved to the United States in 1958, where 
she became involved in the Civil Rights movement 
while doing cancer virus research at Cornell Medical 
School and Memorial Sloan-Kettering Hospital in 
New York. Nine years ago, when Dr. Joseph Sonna- 
bend, a research colleague, told her of the strange ill- 
ness and deaths among his Greenwich Village 
patients, the two joined forces to sound the alarm. But 
health authorities and the Reagan Administration 
scoffed, coughed and turned their backs. Krim and 
Sonnabend took the battle upon themselves. In 1983, 
they founded the AIDS Medical Foundation, which 
later evolved into the American Foundation for AIDS 
Research, or AMFAR. Now, as the organization’s co- 
chair, Krim is one of the most visible and potent lead- 
ers in the fight against AIDS. 

Through AmFAR, Krim has managed to pull three 
different worlds together—the AIDS afflicted-com- 
munity, the scientific community, and Hollywood, 
thanks to her social connections and those of her hus- 
band, Arthur Krim, president of Orion pictures. Am- 
FAR has provided some 17 million dollars to more 
than 280 research teams and AIDS education pro- 
jects. Elizabeth Taylor is AmFAR’s National Chairwo- 
man, and its board includes Barbra Streisand, 
Warren Beatty, Woody Allen and Leonard Bernst 

Like any public figure, Krim has detractors, on both 
sides. AmFAR supports the use of the highly toxic 
AIDS drug AZT, which some doctors and people with 











AIDS argue is too toxic to justify its use. With govern- 
‘ment scientists such as HIV’s “codiscoverer” Dr. Rob- 
ert Gallo on AmFAR's board of directors, many AIDS 
activists feel the organization is just duplicating the 
work of the government—pouring more resources 
into a flawed research track, “The government finds 
us too radical and groups like ACT UP criticize us for 
being too mild,” Krim says. “But we deliberately built 
AMmFAR as a mainstream organization—a bridge be- 
tween the medical community and the AIDS-afflicted 
community. It’s hard. | want to represent the commu- 
nity in a fair way and at the same time not lose credi- 
bility with the establishment, so I can continue to talk 
to them. 

“Ours has been a complex role. Because the 
founders of AmFAR were physicians and scientists, 
basically, we believe in research because that is what 








will give us the answers—treatments and vaccines, So 
that is what we suppor, particularly since the govern- 
ment has been very slow in coming. We also encour- 
age the government to support science more. We 
lobby. We testify, write, educate and so on. And we 
raise large sums of money. And that's not easy.”” 


How do you react when people, like Susan Sontag 
and playwright Larry Kramer, compare AIDS to the 
Holocaust? 

The analogy is valid only if one admits that the death 
of people with AIDS has been tolerated. Ithas certain- 
lynotbeen perpetrated. They are not killed by people: 
they are killed by a disease, That’s where | don’t en- 
dorse the analogy entirely. | don’t believe that any- 
body in this country has deliberately decided that “we 
arenot going todo this sothatall these gay menwill di 
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Although it’s easy to get that impression, as negligent 
‘as some people have been. 

Yes, there has been tremendous negligence, but it 
hasn't been in a conscious way.That there have been 
bungling bureaucrats at several points in the process, 
that things have been neglected, that people have 
been insensitive, not attuned to what was happening, 
not farsighted enough to see what was happening, to 
make projections . . . That, yes. 


But were they bungling bureaucrats because they 
were idiots or because the people who were getting 
sick were considered undesirable to society? That's 
where the argument about genocide comes 

Well it’s almost the same. The truth is that we knew in 
1982 that this was a transmissible disease. We knew 
almost at the same time that it wasn’t being caused by 
poppers or anything like that—that it was not neces- 
sarily related to homosexuality. We knew very early 
n that it was transmissible by blood. It did not take a 
great intelligence for anybody with even a high school 
education to conclude that we are dealing with a ve- 
nereal disease due to an infectious agent; and, there- 
fore, it was preventable. There was a need for 
immediate information to the public, and education 
This did not take place. There was this hope that it 
would remain contained in the homosexual commu- 
nity, which was absurd. We've never seen any infec- 
tious agent that stays contained in one group, based 
on their sexual preference. The potential for this dis- 
ease to explode was there from day one. Some of us 
knew, but we were called alarmists. 





Has there been any significant change statistically in 
the past year? 

In certain geographical areas, the rate at which new 
cases occur is slowing. For instance: New York City, 
downtown Manhattan specifically, in the population 
‘of mostly gay men. This is not true if you look at Mid- 
dle America, for example. What we see, we believe, 
in New York City and San Francisco, is the result of a 
very intensive education of gay men, fueled by the fact 
that these people were seeing all their friends die. We 
know now that from 20 percent of gay people becom- 
ing infected per year in the early 80s, we're now down 
to less than one percent per year, and the change in 
the rate of increase is a reflection of that education, we 
think. 





Is it still true that AIDS is increasing most rapidly 
among IV drug users? 

Well, last year among all the new cases of AIDS in 
New York City, 62 percent were not gay men, and 
nationwide, 45 percent were not gay men. Most of 
these people were heterosexuals. So when people say 
it's not spreading among heterosexuals, they don’t 
know what they're talking about. Most of these 
heterosexuals have acquired the infection through 
dirty needles. But they are also sexually active and 
capable of transmitting it sexually. And they do. A full 
third of women who come down with AIDS today are 
non-drug-using partners of drug users. 


How did you feel about the controversy, which was 
very inflamed about a year ago, over whether or not 
AIDS was going to spread among heterosexuals? 

Well, the public had, and still has, the wrong idea. 
When | said that heterosexuals are going to get AIDS, 
they expected to see an explosion of cases, like in the 
gay community in the early 80s. But I never said that. 
Quite the contrary: this virus is difficult to transmit, 
and the level of sexual activity in the gay community 
in the big cities in the 70s was definitely out of the 
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It’s more difficult to transmit the virus from 
women to men. These factors slow the rate 
of transmission in the straight world, but 
they do not eliminate it. 


ordinary. It was really a storm in a teapot. This is not 
the case in the broader society, where the sexual be- 
havior is different. Anal intercourse is really the high- 
est risk behavior. This is not very common in the 
straight world, although it happens there, too. Trans- 
mission does not happen as easily in vaginal inter- 
course. It's also more difficult to transmit the virus 
from women to men. These factors slow the rate of 
transmission in the straight world, but they do not 
eliminate it. We are going to see a slow, silent, dis- 
persed spread of HIV. In spite of all the education, we 
cannot totally stop the spread, because many people 
don't listen. 





Do you think that people should be tested for HIV 
regardless of whether they have significant risk 
factors? 

No. Not unless they need to for their own purposes. If 
somebody wants to have a serious long-term relation- 
ship and doesn’t want to worry about condoms, then 
yes, there is a reason to get tested. But I think the most 
important people to get tested are young women who 
intend to become mothers in the near future. To them, 
| would say definitely get tested, particularly if you 
have been living in New York for some time and have 
had many boyfriends. 


Did last year’s Cosmopolitan article—suggesting 
that women shouldn't worry about getting AIDS— 
cause any permanent damage? 

I don’t think so. | was terrified when it came out. With- 
in 24 hours | was on a plane to go out to the coast and 
discuss this on television. Both ways, the stewardesses 
recognized me and said, “Isn't it wonderful that we 
have nothing to worry about?” One of them was a 
very pretty black girl, unmarried, who lived in Brook- 
lyn, and | remember thinking, “poor girl.” 


Do we have any idea how many people are infected? 
We have some ideas. Among blood donors, the inci- 
dence of seropositivity is about one in 10,000. That 
seems to hold. These people, when told they are posi- 
tive, generally, you know, fall off their chair. They say 
they had absolutely no idea. Particularly women. 
They can’t understand it. These are usually middle- 
class people who consider themselves healthy, who 
are good citizens and so on. Then there’s the armed 
forces. There an average of one in 300 is positive, 
nationwide. 

The incidence of seropositivity in cities like Wash- 
ington, DC, and New York is one in 100. And if you 
look at minorities only, the infection rate is one out of 
50. That is very, very high. In the South Bronx and 
Brooklyn, one woman out of 20 coming to clinics to 
give birth is positive. And one teenager out of five who 
comes for treatment in an STD (Sexually-Transmitted 





Disease) clinic is positive. Another interesting differ- 
ence is that nationwide, you find that foreach woman. 
with AIDS there used to be 30 men and then it became. 
10, and now it’s eight. Ten years from now, there will 
be two and a half women for each man. 


Do you agree with people who say that Dr. Peter 
Duesberg [of the University of California at Berke- 
ley] is a dangerous man—that he is wrong to chal- 
lenge the theory that HIV is the cause of AIDS? 
No, | don’t think he is dangerous, because if the evi- 
dence is strong, nobody can shake it. | think it’s very 
important that people question. The role of a scientist 
isto be very critical. But after the evidence is reviewed 
and one hypothesis is weaker than the other, the duty 
of a scientist is to accept that evidence and build a 
hypothesis taking this into account. 

Where | part from Duesberg is that there is over- 
whelming evidence that he is not right. | like people 
who take the attitude of being the devil's advocate to 
an extreme, but the discussion has to be with peers, 
people who can answer the questions. 


Do you feel that Duesberg’s “peers” in the scientific 
community have responded sufficiently and respon- 
sibly to him? ‘ 

Yes. Understanding, though, that there is never abso- 
lute truth in science, there's only the best hypothesis. 

It’s not the truth with a capital “T.” The best hypoth- 
esis can be demolished by the next experiment. In sci- 
ence there are only temporary truths. 





What can you say about the drugs that are in the 
pipeline now that are being tested? Are there any that 
you are particularly excited about? 

I'm convinced that we are going to have effective anti- 
viral drugs. We don’t know exactly when, but it could 
be as soon as six months from now, or it could be five 
years from now—somewhere within that range. We 
are going to be able to treat people who are only in- 
fected, and we are going to be able to delay AIDS— 
the late stages and the overwhelming infection that 
destroys the immune system and brings on the oppor- 
tunistic infections that kill peéople—we're going to be 
able to delay that very significantly. We can already a 
little. t's not uncommon to see people surviving three 
and five years with a diagnosis of AIDS, and in the 
future, soon, I think that will jump to 10 years, perhaps 
20 years, and eventually | think we will be able to 
restore the natural lifespan of people with HIV. 


So is AIDS just on the brink of no longer being consid- 
ered a fatal disease? 
That's right. It’s turning into a nasty chronic disease, 


Continued on page 123 
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t's a comical summer, and we're not 
talking “Batman.” The Dark Knight 
may be 50, but more importantly, 
MAD's approaching 40, a 
subversive called ZAP just hit 20, 
and the kid who's seen (and may be) 
the future—RAW—turns 9 with a 
spanking-new issue. So buy one and hit 
your best friend. Comic book stores 
may be the last haven safe from the 
claws of Mr. Corporation and Mrs. 
Censorship (if only they'd get a 
divorce!), and Ron Mann's film “Comic 
Book Confidential” tells the whole truth 
and nothing but. It's the definitive 
docu-dream-come-true for anyone ever 
interested in comics . . . period. The 


Canadian director has collaborated 
with strip-inkers extrordinaire in a hero- 
studded tribute to the most prolific form 
of the century. Meet Stan Lee (Spidey’s 
dad), William Gaines (MAD’s dad), Bill 
Griffith (Zippy the Pinhead’s head), 
Jaime Hernandez (Love and Rockets 
padre), Lynda Barry (Ernie Pook’s 
mamacita) and a host of others up close 
and personal. “CBC” also features a 
particularly keen ZAP Comix keynote 
featuring the maestro of underground 
comix, Robert Crumb, and some 
original footage from the Haight of 
ZAP’s Renaissance (see Timeline for 
‘our tribute). So #@*%! “Batman,” and 
go see “Comic Book Confidential.’” 








Edited by Jessica Bendinger 






Used by permission: © The Artists 
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4 4 here’s an anxiety 
factor built into all 
human beings. Ia 
person isn’t 
conditioned when 


they're young to tolerate pornography 
and questionable material the chances 
are that all through their life they're not 
going to be able to deal with it. t will 
create anxieties. I’m always very aware 
of what | put in front of people. And | 
know that one of my compositional 
elements—my most important one, 
probably—is the creation of anxieties. 
Little sensitive anxieties. Big obvious 
anxieties, But I’m well aware of what 
I'm doing. | know that if | go out there 
and put up a sign that says “Fuck,” 
there are going to be people that come 
along and fucking flip. t's going to ring 
a violent bell. I's just like them seeing a 
pussy. causes so much anxiety that 
they have no rational control over 
it’—Robert Williams. 


If the paintings of Robert Williams 
disturb you, don't worry. They're 

supposed to. Whether it’s his art or his 
demeanor (“Do you think I could get 


Haute Anxiety 


the cover?’”’), Robert Williams does 
exactly what he pleases. 

The man likes cars. Violence. Naked 
women. Things that make people 
nervous. Things that you'd expect on 
black velvet rather than canvas, let 
alone in an art gallery with a sizable 
price tag attached. 

Williams has achieved a lowbrow 
‘coup. When Guns N’ Roses chose the 
artist's painting, “Appetite for 
Destruction” as their album art and LP 
title, Williams got the kind of exposure 
lesser mortals would maim for. Not to 
mention the admiration of a generation 
who has never even heard of ZAP 
comix or Zombie Mystery Paintings 
(two significant entries on RW’s 
double-decade vitae). That he is 
enshrined in the pantheon of an 
Underground Olympus only heightens 
his appeal. It has collectors blinking 
dollar signs and buying—sniffing big 
payoffs right around the bend. “Fuck 
posthumous success,” says Williams. 
And you get the feeling he probably 
won't have to worry about it much 
longer. 

—fessica Bendinger 
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Video Drone 


magine if you will, the PMRC as a 
rock band, They're four well- 
connected, well-dressed chicks 
from DC who dig good tunes and 
have lots of backing and high 
visibility—sort of a parallel universe 
Bangles. Not bad for a start. Like all 
new bands, they tried to put out 
records. Only they tried to put out 
records that were already in the record 
shops, and were other people's 
records. O.K., so the girls got off on the 
wrong foot. Lots of bands don’t have a 
head for the business side of 
rock'n'roll. But what do you do now 





that you've alienated the music 
industry? How about releasing a video! 
Yeah, that's it! Now things are looking 
better. 

The PMRC currently market a home 
video called “Rising to the 
Challenge’’—an instructional litle ditty 
for parents on how to spot bad 
rock'n'roll. (Ed. note: And we mean 
bad, by the way, as do they, but they 
mean morally bad which we don’t; 
neither of us mean good, which, as you 
know, is what bad usually means. 

So just who is going to watch this 
video? Parents who already take an 





interest in what their kids are doing, or 
kids who'd love a compilation of 
mutilation videos? 

Examples of violence, torture, 
sadism, Satanism and sexism, the likes 
of which I've never seen on MTV, VH-1 
(or for that matter, anywhere) are what 
“RTC” is all about. Real collector's 
stuff. Iteven compares rock performers’ 
clothing to the costumes worn by the 
S&M models in pornographic 
magazines, which should help the 
porn mags get a few new 
subscriptions. 

I say, if the PMRC wants to get to the 


The absolute worst, most tasteless video ever made— 
and the PMRC made it. 


heart of the matter, why not try to 
impress the kiddies themselves? Why 
not rise to the challenge, and take the 
PMRC on the road? Tipper, dust off 
those drums and get practicing! Sally 
and Susan and Pam, picture yourselves 
the opening act on Stryper's next tour! 
You could write songs like “Don’t 
Listen to This One" or “I Love Mr 
Milquetoast.” Think of the publicity! 
Think of the royalties! Think of the 
parties. All it takes isa little 
imagination. 





—Grace Whitney 





Baby Blue 


1t imitates life—at least it 
does in the post-feminist 
underground cartooning of 
R. Crumb disciple Leslie 
Sternbergh. In every frame, a 
beautiful, voluptuous, neo-hippie girl 
with big hair (who looks suspiciously 
similar to the artiste) shops around the 
mall of life: an obsessive shoe-shopping 
binge; an eloquent dissertation on the 
merits of Sonny and Cher; the trauma of 
buying her first bra and the horror and 
fascination upon discovering pubic 
hairs on her person. On a more grown- 
up level, there are gnarly nights on 
Ecstasy, fantasies of buxom girl-women 
whose nipples dispense tequila and 
parodies of alleged “normal people” 
called “Space Fags From the Planet 
Lycra.” 
A devout iconoclast, Stemnbergh 
spends much of her ink making 





disrespecttul, snickering comments 
about feminism, sex, drugs and rock 
and roll, or subtly slagging the hordes of 
self-righteous, brain-dead, bohemian- 
fearing suburbanites she suspects are 
lurking behind every bush. A true 
subversive, she signs off as Leslie “That 
Uppity Primate” or “Born to Raise 
Eyebrows” Sternbergh 

A native of York, Pennsylvania, Leslie 
first fell for cartooning after sneaking a 
peek at her grandfather's Playboy — 
Little Annie Fannie and the Vargas 
cheesecake women blew her mind and 
filled her with inspiration. Her first art 
jobs were drawing a giant frog for a 
local drive-in and designing a logo for a 
pizza parlor in Bayonne, New Jersey. At 
about that time, Leslie discovered the 
“toon genius of R. Crumb and Zap (she 
was 11), and became a fanatical fan-girl 
cartoonist, trying to capture the essence 


of her idols. She was also heavily 
influenced by S. Clay Wilson's jaded 
fuzzies, and Zap psycho-wizard Robert 
Williams. 

An avid Trekkie, Sternbergh would 
travel to New York City for the yearly 
conventions, doing daily radio reports 
and parodying the whole scene by 
penning “Deep Trek”—a smutty take 
on “Star Trek.”” She finally got to meet 
her hero R. Crumb, spent New Year's 
Eve with him in Times Square in the 
early 80s, and made up her mind that 
very night to move to NYC and become 
a famous underground cartoonist. 

Leslie’s cartoon tales, “a microcosm 
of our perverted times,” as she calls 
them, have appeared in all the best 
underground mags: Tits & Clits, 
Cannibal Romance, Wimmen’s Comix, 
Viper and Weird Smut, along with bits 
and pieces in slightly more mainstream 





Below: Underground Fever—a brief history of ZAP Comix 4 la Sternbergh. 
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publications: High Times, Screw, 
Twilight Zone, Outlaw Biker, Juggs and 
Legshow. Last year, she posed on the 
cover of Hawgs wearing a leopard 
bikini (her own personal tribute to 
Vargas) and designed an album cover 
for NY-based novelty band, Hagatha. 
Leslie and R. Crumb have stayed in 
close contact over the years, and as he’s 
become a big fan of her work, 
Stembergh gushes, “Now I can die 
happy!” There are, of course, 
“occasional pilgrimages” to the West 
Coast (where the cream of the 
underground cartoonists reside), so she 
can continue to keep her comix 
consciousness intact and inject her 
New York ying with a little LA yang, 
store it in the Sternbergh blender and 
ensure nothing balanced ever emerges. 


—Carol Leggett 





Che Oo Pacers Onl 
er 
Comipanics Dolt Every Year. 


We've never been one to 
seek change just for the sake 
of change, but in our two cen- 
turies of brewing, we've had 
our share of classic packages. 

And now we're pleased 
to introduce you to our latest. 
One that we believe reflects 
even more of the 214 years of 
our Stroh family heritage and 
brewing tradition. 

We hope you like it, since 
we don’t plan 
on making 
another change 
for at least the 
next century. 






(© 1989 The Stroh Brewery Co, Detroi, Ml 48207 
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Five of the 10,000 Maniacs (I-r): Steven Gustafson, Jerome Augustyniak, Rob 
Buck, Dennis Drew and Natalie Merchant. 


10,000 Maniacs 
Blind Man’‘s Zoo 
Elektra 


10,000 Maniacs make records that re- 
semble radiant February days—crisp, 
bracing, bittersweet in their strange 
starkness. The band spent this past win- 
ter at Dreamland Recording studios, a 
rustic former church in Woodstock, 
New York, making Blind Man’s Zoo, the 
Maniacs’ fifth and best release. 

‘One recent wintry morning, Natalie 
Merchant, attired in rumpled brown 
sweater and skirt, pads through the 








kitchen of the farmhouse/rectory that 
connects to the church proper, mun- 
ching on a huge glazed donut. “Should 
‘Eat For Two’ be the first single?” she 
wonders out loud, referring to a philo- 
sophical monologue about pregnancy. 
“Should the song begin the album, too? 
When do we have to decide this stuff?” 

“after all the donuts are eaten!” a 
band member shouts from the pantry as 
another 10- to 12-hour workday on 





Edited by Joe Levy 


Blind Man’s Zoo commences. 

One by one, the group's sleepy-eyed 
players converge in the hallway, Robert 
Buck (guitars), Dennis Drew (key- 
boards), Steven Gustafson (bass) and 
Jerome Augustyniak (drums) slowly fil- 
ing pasta VCR flickering with a video by 
the Horseflies—the Maniacs’ favorite 
band—and into the control room. Cop- 
per-haired Peter Asher greets them be- 
side a window overlooking the choirloft 
and studio below. The veteran producer 
of James Taylor and Bonnie Raitt has a 
scribbled agenda of tasks that includes 
overdubs to “Dust Bowl,” “‘Lion’s 
Share” and “Hateful Hate.” 

But frst, there is a burst of rock fan fe- 
ver. Although Asher piloted the Mani- 
acs’ breakthrough In My Tribe LP in 
1987, they still regard the onetime folk- 
pop star with a measure of awe. “Would 
you consider signing this for me?” 
drummer Augustyniak asks, handing 
Asher a battered copy of Peter and Gor- 
don’s 1964 World Without Love. “I'm 
still very proud of those days,”” Asher as- 
sures Jerome, the rest of the Maniacs 
looking on with quiet envy. 

Once the group takes their places in- 
side the church sanctuary, stained glass- 
filtered sunshine splashing across their 
humming instruments, itis Asher who is 
dazzled. ‘“No one else has anything like 
their distinctive sound,” he enthuses, 
grinning, as the band begins an exqui- 
site jam paced by Natalie’s keen piano 
chords. “The music has a quality that 
really matches this place, a reverent 
feeling.” 

In a world where science ratifies ma- 
gic while religion trivializes wonder, 
10,000 Maniacs manage to express a 
poetic spirituality that is utterly per- 
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THE CALL 


There’ one word fo describe The CALL— 
Substantial. 
Substantial lyrically and musically. 
LET THE DAY BEGIN 
The first track from THE CAL'S 
debut MCA album, inspiring serious 
airplay and a legion of fans. 


Produced By Michael Been and Sim Goodin 
Management: Gary Heafon and Jeff Ingber 





PEREGRINS 


Hear the vision of David Kershenbaum... 
(1988 Grammy Award Winning Producer) 
"Music that’s true to if core 
with enough emotion to shake 
the ground you walk on...” 
TRUE BELIEVER 
The first hit from PEREGRIN'S 
selt-tifled debut LP captivating 
crifics and listeners alike. 


Produced By: David Kershenbaum. 
Management: Asber/Krost Management 


-MCA RECORDS 
(©1989 HCA RECORDS, NC. 1589 UNI RECORDS, IC 
AVAILABLE OM MCA AND WML COMPACT DISCS, 50 CASSETTES AND RECORDS 





the swans 


Enter the world of the SWANS... 
powerful... 
stark... 
hauntingly beautiful. 
SAVED 
The debut track on the SWANS’ 
first album from UNI Records 
THE BURNING WORLD. 


Produced By: Bill Laswell 
Management: Michael R. Gira 
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sonal. And Blind Man’s Zoo perfects 
their approach. “Eat For Two” has a cel- 
ebratory sense of urgency, all tender- 
nesses and trepidation, with Robert 
Buck’s clarion guitar and Augustyniak’s 
percussion joined like the gears in some 
great musical clock. In contrast, “The 
Big Parade,” a moving evocation of a 
gallery of visitors to the Vietnam War 
Memorial, lends somber sweep to the 
wages of transgression. 

As far back as the Maniacs’ home- 
made Human Conflict Number Five EP, 
their sound described an elemental uni- 
verse in which emotion, the material 
world and the forces of nature shared a 
fragile symbiosis; within this exotic cos- 
mology, ordinary objects are as deeply 
mysterious as supernatural acts, and the 
feelings both can trigger become as real 
as steel. In My Tribe was the first Mani 
acs record to focus the anxiety and wist- 
fulness that charged Secrets Of The | 
Ching and The Wishing Chair. On Blind 
Man’s Zoo the arrangements are now 
flawless in their narrative drive and 
Merchant's imploring vocals achieve 
the horn-like clarity hinted at earlier. 

The ultimate proof is found in new 
material as diverse as the propulsive 
“Headstrong,” the poignant “Dust 
Bowl” and “Hateful Hate,” a gripping 
lament keyed to tabernacle organ. Each 
isa self-contained tale that succeeds be- 
cause its mood and imagistic lyrics are 
fused by Merchant's fervent bravado. 

The record's crowning glories, how- 
ever, are “Jubilee,” a chilling, halluci- 
natory tone-poem about the evils of 
zealotry, and “Trouble Me,” a lovely 
ballad of self-doubt in which Mer- 
chant’s crystalline soliloquy is shaded 
by superb gospel harmony from Javetta 
Steele. 

Allin all, Blind Man’s Zoo is an intui- 
tive triumph from one of America’s most 
original bands, its metaphysical grace 
drawn from the discovery of its own in- 
ner resources. 

During one of the last evenings of 
10,000 Maniacs’ stay at Dreamland, 
the sun dips behind the lower Catskills 
just as Natalie Merchant again takes to 
the grand piano in the main studio to 
plot the melody of an untried song called 
“News.” It has a passionate but stately 
tone, like the burning memory of a terri- 
ble loss. 

“That's unforgettable,” says Peter 
Asher in a hush. 

He pushes the control room’s talk- 
back button to speak to Merchant, ask- 
ing, “What are the words? Shouldn't 
you sing a bit of the vocal to help us see 
the song's structure?” 

She smiles with a cryptic sadness and 
says a barely audible “No. It's not 
ready yet.” 

Blind Man’s Zoo doesn’t contain 
“News.” Maybe next February. 

















—Timothy White 


Future Wilburys Yo La Tengo (1-1 
Ira Kaplan. 





Yo La Tengo 
President Yo La Tengo 
Coyote/Twin/Tone 


In the 90s version of the Traveling 
Wilburys, Dinosaur’s } Mascis can be 
Tom Petty, Detroit technoproducer 
Kevin Saunderson can be Jeff Lynne, 
and maybe the guy from Stryper can be 
George Harrison. But | want Yo La 
Tengo’s Ira Kaplan and Georgia Hubley 
as Dylan and Roy Orbison. Ira strums, 
Georgia drums, and together they're 
Hoboken’s finest cultural export. Ira 
sings very sensitive, gentle songs about 
sitting on the couch, getting high with 
the headphones on, worrying about 
your friends, but he never gets cute, 
never embarrasses himself. | mean, this 
is the guy who sang a Jackson Browne 
tune on Homestead’s Human Music 
compilation and made it totally funny. 








: Georgia Hubley, Stephan Wichnewski and 


He's not a wimp, he's a former rock 
critic (there is a difference, cheese). 
’86's Ride The Tiger and ‘87's New 
Wave Hot Dogs were passionate and er- 
udite, the type of rock'n'roll that gets 
you all fired up to proofread some copy. 
President Yo La Tengo is something 
wholly new, full of blood and sex and 
Neil Young bootlegs and stuff. The tunes 
sound fleshed-out for the first time since 
guitarist Dave Schramm left after the 
first album. There are two remakes of 
their own “The Evil That Men Do,” one 
a gorgeous instrumental, the other 10 
minutes of fruity guitar copy-editing that 
has to be heard to be believed. “Drug 
Test” and “Barnaby, Hardly Working” 
have a rich presence worthy of Yo La 
Tengo’s writing, thanks largely to ex-dB 
Gene Holder's bass and production. 
‘And Georgia, man, Georgia. On this 
record, she's drumming like the moon's 
revenge. The country twang shuffle 


“Alyda’’ is the albums high point, 
largely because of her vocal part. Ira re- 
cites his lines dryly while Georgia 
croons ethereally behind him: he 
spends the whole song trying to get to 
where she started off, and when they 
sing the word “Alyda’’ together, it’s 
transcendent. No wonder that toward 
the end of their live frat-romp through 
Lou Reed’s “Heroin,” Ira tossed in the 
line “here's to the heroine,” from Lou's 
later domestic phase: Yo La Tengo’s 
sound is now rich enough to promise 
both solipsistic danger and, uh, love. 





—Robert Sheffield 


Beastie Boys 
Paul's Boutique 
Capitol 


After feuding with producer Rick Rubin, 
and leaving Def Jam in a flurry of law- 
suits, the Beastie Boys went to LA and 
made a record even more hyperactively 
inventive than Licensed to Ill, their de- 
but. In a thinking man’s world, this is a 
position paper for the late-Eighties 
avant-garde: a bricolage of samples and 
styles (from Public Enemy to Zeppelin), 
a mix that talks back to the rappers, a 
constantly changing relationship be- 
tween the artist and the artifact. In a 
knuckleheaded world, it’s a crushing 
party album, with more dumb stuff than 
you ever imagined. In the in-between 
world where you and | live, it throws 
smart and stupid in the mix with every- 
thing else—hard rock, hip hop, spoken 
word, dust visions and cheeba dreams, 
loose girlies, and giant high-tech fart 
noises—and dares you to keep up, to 
make the leap from lines like “Got more 
stories than J.D. got Salinger” to stories 
‘of guns and crack, to “Rapunzel, Ra- 
punzel, let down your hair/So | can 
climb up and get into your underwear,” 
while the music shifts gears every few 
seconds. You can’t. Half the thrill of 
Paul's Boutique is sitting back and let- 
ting the voices and beat swirl. 

As on Licensed to Ill, the Beastie Boys 
live in a state of grace, running through 
somebody else’s squalor without getting 
any on themselves. “Looking Down the 
Barrel of a Gun,’ for instance, is another 
man’s fantasy/nightmare, not theirs. 
Long overrated as a gimmick, the Beast- 
ies have been underrated as visionary 
grubs; this is the sound of three guys 
working very hard, cramming each sec- 
‘ond with a new idea and a tough rhyme. 
Tone Loc’s Matt Dike produced, but the 
sound is all Beasties. It’s like the best 
parts of the debut, only more so. 





—tohn Leland 
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“Woody Allen 
with a groin 


—Melody Maker 
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Tin Machine (I-r): Hunt Sales, Reeves Gabrels, David Bowie and Tony Sales. 


Jody Watley 
Larger Than Life 
MCA 


Designer funk because it's so stylish, 
real funk because it’s so good, Larger 
Than Life is Jody Watley’s summer party 
omnibus, with hip hop (Eric B. and Ra- 
kim on “Friends”), latin-tinge pop 
(Spanish guitar on “Precious Love”), 
and plenty of the hard, dry dance music 
of her 1987 debut. A blast of femi 
independence as strong as Madonna's 





Like A Prayer, it’s more consistent, dura- 
ble, danceable and fun (though less 
weird). In groove and attitude it's her 
answer to Bobby Brown's Don't Be 
Cruel: assertive, sexually aggressive, 
and not afraid to confuse hostility with 
romance. To Watley and Brown, love 
can bea reason to cuddle or a reason to 
do damage. 

Her cowriter and producer André 
Cymone (who grew up with Prince) 
lets a bass, synth or drum hook loose 
and then keeps a universe of chicken 

















scratch guitars, bass, bells, barks, vibes, 
fake horns, and rhythm chunks spinning 
around the hooks like clocks in oblong 
orbits. They keep time perfectly, but in 
odd places, goosing your butt when you 
don’t expect it; the constant surprise 
gives pleasure as relentlessly as the 
songwriting. In the center of this uni- 
verse Watley poses, and poses incredi- 
bly well, wondering how she brought it 
all to life and how it benefits her, Ms. 
Watley. 


—loe Levy 


Tin Machine 
Tin Machine 
EMI 


Before Tin Machine, guitarist Reeves 
Gabrels played with numerous Boston 

bands, including Rubber Rodeo. Now 
he joins Mick Ronson, Carlos Alomar, 
Earl Slick and Stevie Ray Vaughan as an- 
other fiery guitar star elevated by David 
Bowie into the pop universe. On Tin 
Machine, a Bowie pick-up project that 
also features Lust For Life rhythm aces 
Hunt and Tony Sales, Gabrels supercol- 
lides the blues-rock atom. Equally adept 
at dissonance and melody, he com- 
presses Albert Collins, B.B. King and 
Tex Avery with John Coltrane, Jeff Beck, 
Adrian Belew, Bob Mould and J 
Mascis. 

“Heaven's in Here,” the opening 
track, circles furiously around a big, 








1wa Ar9uno> 





simple riff, spinning off lightning scales, 
confused crackle and brutal noise. At 
the center of the maelstrom is a primal, 
easy blues walk, acting as a shelf below 
each surface collapse. Tin Machine 
sounds sci-fi, but most of it was re- 
corded raw, live off the floor. To get the 
chimes that exoticize “Prisoner Of 
Love,” he picked the space between the 
trapeze tailpiece and the bridge on an 
old Gretsch. On the title track Gabrels 
slides a Yardbirds signature alongside a 
raga, rockabilly and facsimile bagpipes, 
sounds he discovered playing the six 
string like a slide, flat in his lap, finger- 
ing from the top, with one foot on the 
wah-wah, the other pumping volume. 

Following the yuppie vindication of 
Let’s Dance, Tonight and the disap- 
pointing Never Let Me Down, Tin Ma- 
chine marks Bowie's return to an 
aesthetic of disturbance. Like Lou Reed 
‘on New York, he is no longer an instiga- 
tor and participant but a galled obser- 
ver. Drugs, urban decay, and the 
addictive passivity of television all 
make him strike a concerned pose. But 
Tin Machine's social consciousness is 
most chilling when Bowie recalls the 
epic alienation of Ziggy Stardust and 
Aladdin Sane; he remains at his best op- 
erating from a Brechtian remove. On “I 
Can‘tRead” he channels the free associ- 
ations of a mind in the process of media 
drain. Conjuring a character wired to 
the tube he bleats, “TV, body hell, 
money heaven... where’s my 15 minu- 
test” The remote clunks to the floor, 
leaving the image of some ululating 
creature, part flesh, part circuitry, claw- 
ing desperately toward the screen. The 
song ends with the eerie beat of a metal- 
lic heart. 

Bowie's voice, low in the mix, under 
lines his chosen position as a group 
member instead of band leader orstar. A 
good decision considering that the con- 
tributions of the buoyant Sales brothers 
and Gabrels certainly equal and fre- 
quently surpass Bowie's dashed-off 
lyrics and unsurprising vocals. But take 
itasa sign of life that the man who fell to 
earth is committed to resuming his jour- 
ney into space. Replicating the seduc- 
tive jolt we humans get from toying with 
technology, Tin Machine is incendiary 
fun. 








—Rosemary Passantino 


The Frogs 
It’s Only Right and Natural 
Homestea: 


The Frogs, two Minneapolis men, are 
too busy rubbing boys’ balls and asking 
questions like, “What'll we do when 
the butter runs out?” to bother with the 
mewling self-righteousness of the Com- 


munards or make up slogans about be- 
ing glad to be gay. This delightful pair, 
who describe themselves as the world’s 
first gay supremacist folk-rock band, 
have obviously taken that old 
about making the personal political 
very much to heart. In fact, asa certified 
‘mo, I'm proud to report that the lyrics 
on every song here involve some kind of 
filthy and/or illegal act. Faves include: 
“Out of the mist/| kissed your drug-filled 
lips/you filthy prostitute,” and “Being 
oiled down by furry young men/l can’t 
remember when/I've been so hard/How 
ya doin’ sailor?” Such poetic gems are 
tossed off as blithe non-sequiturs amid 
giggles from the peanut gallery and self- 
aware asides (one lyric actually goes, 
“That was a good drum break”). To up 
the anarchy, the music sounds like a 
heroin addict’s attempt to play every 
track on Hunky Dory on two broken in- 
struments. Even their voices are a 
wreck, offering wobbly send-ups of 
hippy earnestness. 

Still, if you think this is all a joke, the 
hoot’s on you. The rampant lascivious- 
ness these Frogs croak for is not only a 
necessary counter to this anti-sex era of 
ours, but a convincing expression of 
post-liberation confidence. True, only 
‘one song delivers on the group's supre- 
macist promise (‘Lesbians are cool/ 
straights are fools”), but they do make 
sure to include two examples of gratui- 
tous misogyny—a plus. This way noone 
can ever accuse them of being politi- 
cally correct. 





—lim Farber 





Simple Minds 
Street Fighting Years 
A&M 


Street Fighting Years is Simple Minds’ 
first album in two years. In that time, the 
band has tried, by singer/songwriter jim 
Kerr’s own admission, to reinvent itself. 
The popularity of “(Don’t You) Forget 
About Me” from “The Breakfast Club” 
soundtrack was an irony too great for 
Kerr to accept (he detested the movie 
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and didn't write the song), so he’s used it 
only as a vehicle for his less formulaic, 
more ponderous words and music. The 
new Jim Kerr believes that, “The song 
should be a weapon.” This album is a 
tank, barrelling through the world’s i 
justices, and idling with a long, melan- 
choly lament. 

Ten of the eleven tracks are protest 
songs, defenses of freedom that take 
their musical and lyrical tone from Sim- 
ple Minds’ cover of Peter Gabriel’s 
“Biko.” Ten of the eleven songs sound 
vaguely the same, broad-sweeping mel- 
odies, strong atmospheric beats, and 
lyrics sung with venom, on the verge of 
tears or a combination thereof (except 
“Take A Step Back,” a love/hate song 
that’s a real rocker). Kerr is deeply of- 
fended by the sight of American nuclear 
submarines off Scotland’s coast, and 
wants to use pop’s power to encot 
age change—if not physical, then spi 
tual (this is the first Simple Minds album 
that doesn’t make you want to dance 
Amid the overwhelming gloom 
hope, manifesting itself in Kerr’s vocal 
experimentation (stretching the range of 
his voice to strengthen the argument 
rather than alienating with a screaming 
sermon). Where his music is heavy, his 
voice transports. Street Fighting Years 
establishes a balance of accessibility 
and substance, physical strength and 
sensitivity, integrity and articulation 
without waving a flag or condescend- 
ing. Where U2 bludgeons, Simple 
Minds offer a hand to hold. 















—Christian Logan Wright 


Julian Lennon 
Mr. Jordan 
Atlantic 


Kid sitting at a piano, alone in a shad- 
owy room, singing a sad, pretty song 
about missing someone—when Julian 
Lennon's “Valotte” hit the video screen 
in 1984, everyone was moved. Ev- 
© ryone.But most of the rest of that al- 
bum, not to mention the nightmarish 
follow-up The Secret Value of Day- 
dreaming, were likea tackily-decorated 
apartment: a lot of glitz trying to com- 
pensate for a fundamental lack of inspi- 
ration, no sense of self. Just goes to show 
what a top-rate interior decorator can 
do; Mr. Jordan is produced by Patrick 
Leonard (Madonna), who gussies up 
even the lamest material into something 
presentable. There’s a “rockabilly” 
song, “I Get Up,” with an Elvisized vo- 
cal from Lennon; a “psychedelic” song, 
“Open Your Eyes” (backwards synths?); 
and even a post-Valotte” ballad, the 
skimmed-down “Angillette.”’ Little 
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Beatlesque flourishes abound, but none 
of this can really hide the fact that un- 
derneath it all, Mr. Jordan’s a bore, with 
the exception of three songs: “Angil- 
lette,” “Mother Mary” and “Sunday 
Morning,” in which Lennon's timid, 
troubled persona surfaces for brief mo- 
ments and looks you in the eye. 





—Karen Schoemer 


Paul McCartney 
Flowers In The Dirt 
Capitol 


These days Paul McCartney gets less re- 
spect than ABBA, but if people got what 
they deserved John Lennon wouldn't be 
dead. Flowers In The Dirt may not 
change peoples’ minds, but it'll give 
them something to think about. McCart- 





ney pairs himself with everyone from 
Elvis Costello and Trevor Horn to David 
Gilmour and George Martin. The results 
are maddeningly inconsistent, from 80s 
versions of 60s-inspired 70s power pop 
to the kind of rockestra suites McCart- 
ney pioneered with Wings. 

Flowers In The Dirt has more tension, 
soul and Beatles quotes than all of Mc- 
Cartney’s previous solo work com- 
bined, and it’s a record of 
uncompromised leisure. The lead-off 
track, “My Brave Face’ (one of four 
songs cowritten with Elvis Costello, and 
every bit as good as Costello's 





“Veronica”, opens with a sly reference 
to the “Taxman” bassline and a rush of 
guitars. Multi-tracked all-you-need-is- 
Paul harmonies send it skyward, and 
before it has a chance to peak, 
The next song, “Rough Ride, 
bage funk-by-numbers that never seems 
to end. McCartney left a better dance 
goof, “Ou Est Le Soleil’ (a swirling mix 
of French chants and dog barks, like 
early Was (Not Was) ), off the album: 

You've got to be awfully rich, or aw- 
fully confused, to make a decision that 
bad. But a combination of the two is 
probably behind the delightful bossa 
“Distractions,” a pastoral fantasy which 
McCartney says reminds him of Doris 
Day movies (it reminds me of the White 
Album). And on “You Want Her Too,” a 
duet with Costello, McCartney sounds 
clearheaded, more there than he has in 
years. His voice strains and cracks as he 
sings, “She makes me do things | don’t 
want todo.” Elvis replies, in the voice of 
his conscience, “That’s not what you 
said last night.” Smokey Robinson fil- 
tered through pub rock, the track 
abruptly shifts into a psychedelic waltz 
before a big-band finish, a near parody 
of the McCartney suite 

When he sticks to pure pop McCart- 
ney sounds like a man who taught Jules 
Shear, Peter Hosapple and Nick Lowe 
everything they know. When he plays 
funk, reggae, gospel or New Orleans 
marches (often in the space of one song) 
your wince muscles get a workout. And 
as always he takes the light out of the 
sunshine and paints the nighttime 
bright. Don't you like to smi 













—Joe Levy 


Ali Farka Toure 
Ali Farka Toure 
Mango 


Jali Musa Jawara 
Soubindoor 
Mango 





| was sitting in a bar in Kano, Nigeria, 
with a Nigerian goge (one-string violin) 
master when an Albert King cut came 
over the house speakers. Hearing King’s 
stinging blue notes, the master turned to 
me and said, “I can play that!” He in- 
serted a microphone into the sounding 
box of his goge and emitted a shower of 
twisted, snarling blue notes that once 
again exploded preconceptions about 
how African music should sound 

Ali Farka Toure, for instance, will as- 
tonish some and confound others. His 
dexterous guitar work—part traditional 
Sahelian melody/thythm and part Mis- 
sissippi Delta picking—will cause some 
over-eager musicologists to claim, once 
again, that the blues originated in the 














West African savannah. But Toure, like 
many African musicians, has been lis- 
tening to American music for a long 
time—john Lee Hooker was a special 
inspiration—and his blend of African 
and American styles is so natural you 
can't tell where one ends and the other 
begins. Ali Farka Toure showcases his 
special brand of African blues—just his 
voice, guitar and some elemental per- 
cussion—to stark, emotive effect. 
Toure’s clean yet vibrant guitar picking 
and dry, almost modal vocals weave a 
hypnotic spell. One moment he rep! 
cates a delicate kora pattern on his gui- 
tar then rips into a kingsnake blues run. 

The kora, of course, is a 21-string Af- 
rican harp, the delicate yet percussive 








instrument of the Jali (griot), the tradi- 
tional music-makers, story tellers and 
historians of the Sahel. Itsounds Arabic, 
Spanish, Far-Eastern—anything but 
stereotypically African—but only those 
bom into a family of Jalis and trained as 
a master from a very young age play it. 
As a result, it’s virtually impossible to 
find a worthless kora record . 

So what sets Jali Musa Jawara’s 
Soubindoor apart from other kora LPs? 
For one thing, the subtle interplay be- 
tween kora, balaphon (marimba), guitar 
and two female backing vocalists makes 
for a swirling, soft-focus dream-like at- 
mosphere that's entrancing. You don’t 
have to understand Mandinka to appre- 
ciate the spell he casts; just lay back on 
the bed of balaphon and kora ripples 
and let your spirit fly along with Jali Mu- 
sa’s soaring voice. As a great man once 
said, “Turn off your mind and let it float 
downstream.” 


—Randall Grass 
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Joe Jackson 
Blaze of Glory 
A&M 


It’s fine for Joe Jackson to vow not to 
make videos... after all he's still getting 
his songwriting royalties. But what 
about all the unemployed models, lin- 
gerie designers and special effects 
people who depend on unappealing- 
looking pop stars in order to make a liv- 
ing? Not only has Joe’s anti-MTV stance 
caused irreparable economic harm but 
it has alienated a generation of multi- 
media consumers who have nothing to 
look at while his music is playing. 

This was partially corrected last year 
by Francis Ford Coppola’s movie 
“Tucker,” which offered Jackson a 
soundtrack canvas to spotlight his 
brassy orchestral big band fixation and 
bar & grill piano melodies. Nominated 
for an Oscar, “Tucker” focused and pol- 
ished his eclectic Gershwin Jr. 
ruminations. 

Blaze of Glory is bigger and more per- 
sonal than “Tucker.” It’s a big story 
about a big world inside the mind of a 
not-so-big British jazz-rock songwriter 
and it highlights Joe's specially-staked 
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territory—a post-pop 80s mix of 
Kurzweil and Kurt Weill. Blaze is theat- 
rically narrative, with personal reminis- 
cence (“Down to London”), heartbreak 
(‘The Best | Can Do“), a sentimental 
ballad (“Sentimental Thinj 
swinging pop anthems (‘Nineteen 
Forever” and “Me and You Against the 
World”) and an acid house spinout 
(“Discipline”). 

The lyrics revive the angry young man 
stance pioneered by Joe and his post- 
70s power pop pals. Naturally, there is 
some anti-TV posturing (“I'm staring at 
the TV screen/They’re staring right 
back/l got a bottle in my hand/ think I'll 
blow them up”), but with Blaze of 
Glory, Joe apparently has recognized 
his responsibility as a modem music 
ii line is that 









“find a way of doing something 
ent that doesn’t make [him] look like a 
jerk.” Hmmm! Tawny Kitaen, call your 
agent! 





—Rich Stim 
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‘San Fran fruit loops the Ophelias (clockwise from upper left): Terry Var 
Biaukors, David Immorglock, Ed Bomton and Lasiie Medford, i 


The Ophelias 
The Big O 
Rough Trade 


In chapter three (or four) of the Ophe- 
lias’ saga, these San Francisco fruit 
loops trade in their acid candy for a 
cookie sheet of 10 pot brownies. Direc- 
tor/songwriter L. Medford orchestrates 
some kind of over-literate floral pageant 
with black country acoustic guitars, a 
hom section (the Tijuana Brass eating 
grapes?), his own fairy guru singing and 
afew hand puppets and mirrors. Guitar- 
ist D. Immergluck’s every solo is sweet, 
excessive and very familiar, as if he’s 
just lashing together the best moments 
from Guitar’s Greatest Hits and calling it 
his style: Over the Top. 

‘The Ophelias figure they'll go into 
Outer Space, way past pretentiousness, 
beyond self-parody even, into an orbit 
they hope we'll believe is just jibbering 
insanity. They are fun in spite of their at- 
tempts at humor, raucous despite their 
immaculate manners. And “Strange 
New Glasses” is “The Wreck of the Ed- 
mund Fitzgerald” with a better solo and 
an ultra-twee vocal, | swear to Guss. But 
they are not mad. The unmentionably 
goofy album closer leaves us wondering, 
not about their sanity, but instead, 
“Why would anyone do something so 
silly?” 














—Pat Blashill 


Great White 
Twice Shy 
Capitol 


Skid Row 
Skid Row 
Atlantic 


Warrant 
Dirty Rotten Filthy Stinking Rich 
Columbia 


Four of the five guys in LA’s Warrant 
have really beautiful cheekbones. They 
raunch-rock with a modicum of ‘tude 
and a reasonable twin-guitar heft. The 
first two cuts are hard preen—"32 Pen- 
nies” bathes Ledsmith riffs in donut 
glaze and “Down Boys” is a hot hybrid. 
It builds the tension with a distorted ar- 
peggio, then breaks into lower chakra- 
chunks and lead androg’s Jani Lane 
“Whoa yeah’s,” slices in thrash’s 
squonking single-note harmonics, and 
peaks a chorus that rockets like Boston. 
In the closing cut Warrant call out 
“sweat” the way Van Halen chanted 
“jump,” and | can feel the sand stick in 
my shorts. 

Riding in on the wave of last year’s 
megaseller Once Bitten, Great White 
throw a pretty bland beach party. The 
studio sucked the stank out of the son- 
ics, and the riffing leaves you misty- 
eyed for Foreigner, or even Ratt. At least 
these guys have been on tour enough to 
come up with a road tune. “Hiway 


Nights,” including a “Yeah/The freeway 

is my song” refrain that conjures up 
worn, romantic images of Denny's 
logos reflecting off of tour-bus plexi- 
glass. The only really good things about 
Twice Shy are the sensitive ballads, and 
the possibility that the band’s name is 
the most arcane Led-Zeppelin allusion 
on record. “Mista Bone” ‘s flaccidly of- 
fensive stab at lasciviousness — "she 
wants to let the small head rock her’— 
comes off about as nasty as asking her to. 
suck your Smurf. 

The tri-state's Skid Row know that 
the lewdest thing about this kind of mu- 
sic is that it is pop, not porn, and that 
makes them better than posers. Bassist 
Rachel Bolan has a really long piece of 
metal dangling from his nose, and be- 
tween him and guitarist Dave “Snake” 
Sabo, Skid Row come up with fine scam 
rock. Vocalist Sebastian Bach has an Axl 
to grind, but Skid Row have less in- 
vested in fake-gutter narratives of sluts 
and Bad Boys than in ‘tude as an an- 
themic bond. “Youth Gone Wild” be- 
gins with the standard BB bull—“Never 
played by the rules/Never really 
cared"—but acknowledges that “’so 
many others have stood where | stand” 
and chants the chorus with a spirit 
culled from tour-mate Bon Jovi’s shame- 
less (in the good sense) populism. The 
babe in “Rattlesnake Shake” is “a sweet 
little cheese when the cat’s away,” and 
Skid Row kicks because it's full of sweet 
cheese. Spread. 








—trik Davis 





ji Lauper 
ANight to Remember 
Epic 


Deserted by her loopy invention and 
her faith in good outside songwriters, 
Cyndi Lauper has made a pretty good 
conventional pop record about love 
and obsession. Mostly slow and heavy- 
handed, A Night to Remember is like 
She’s So Unusual with a hangover: a lit- 
tle more intriguing, a little less fun. It 
plods at times, but you can’t help wat- 
ching. Ather best, Lauper invests a sim- 
ple metaphor with kinky multiple 











entendres. On “Like a Cat,” written by 
album mainstays Billy Steinberg and 
Tom Kelly with the Divinyls’ Christina 
Amphlett, the lines “Mister you can 
never know me/l only let you stroke me/ 
Like a cat” give way to the blunt direct 
address, I got tired of your mission-/ary 
position,” then retreat back to meta- 
phor, this time investing the same word- 
play with a new meaning: “When you 
threw me out the window/| landed on 
my feeULike a cat.” At her worst, her 
wall of sound seems less like Phil Spec- 
tor’s than Meatloaf’s. nine out of 
ten metal bands would kill for heavy 
ballads this catchy. 








—lohn Leland 


Peter Case 

The Man With the Blue Post 
Modern Fragmented Neo- 
Traditionalist Guitar 
Geffen 


‘On the back of Peter Case's 1986 debut, 
a black-and-white photo showed him 
setting off down a dirt path in his baggy 
suit, clunky shoes and felt fedora, clut- 
ching a small suitcase in which he'd 
packed his songs, his Bible and his 
acoustic guitar. Who knows where he 
was headed or what he was looking for? 
God maybe, or Butch Cassidy, or Robert 
Johnson. What he found was Bruce 
Springsteen. And Bruce said, “Listen, 
Peter, you write really great traditiona- 
list songs, but you need to neo-tize 
them. People don’t know what ‘Echo 
‘Wars’ are. They've never been to ‘Satel- 
lite Beach.’ ” Bruce gave him some 
streets, standing-on-corners, towns-on- 
the-edge-of-darkness, and a couple of 
cheap-hotels-populated-with-sad- 
angels. Peter, realizing his solo debut 
had absolved him somewhat for his time 
in LA power-pop party band the Plim- 
souls, put everything in his suitcase and 
went home. He unpacked his songs, 
washed them in a little Universal de- 
tergent, and made Blue Guitar. 

‘And truly, not much has changed, at 
least on side one: the sullen Delta-blues 
single-line leads of “Charlie James” 
veering into the full-band barroom holi- 
day of “Travelin’ Light”; the crisis-point 
savior of “Put Down the Gun” butting 
up against St. Desperado in “Entella 
Hotel”; the slow disintegration of Ev- 
eryman in “Poor Old Tom.” Case's 
clear, dedicated voice is intent on 
curing his character's ills, but side two, 
unfortunately, doesn’t offer much in the 
way of salvation. "Old Part of Town,” 
“Two Angels” and “Hidden Love” are 
washed out, lacking the sharp imagery 
and acute spirituality of his debut. Blue 
Guitar sacrifices edge for openness, but 
maybe that’s unavoidable. Case’s wan- 
derlust has always been part of his ap- 








King Missile love their neighbors (I-r): Dogbow!, John S. Hall and 
Steven Danziger. 


peal, and you can be sure he'll still be 
searching by the time his next album 
comes to call. 


—Karen Schoemer 


King Missile 
(Dog Fly Religion) 


“They” 
Shimmy-Disc 


My favorite commandment is “Love 
Thy Neighbor.” Sometimes, when | 
walk down the street and | see all the 
people, the young folks in love, the old 
men with dogs, the children with the 
clown, | just want to spread my love, 
like maybe by ripping my arm off and 
clubbing them all with the bloody ex- 
limb. Oh, to be able to answer the bus 
driver by decapitating myself and hold- 
ing the dripping head up to yell, “| want 
your badge number!”” 

King Missile know how | feel. “They” 
swells with jubilant hootenannies, ten- 
der chords and the phrase “blood and 
brains” repeated like every 90 seconds, 
whether it fits in with the song or not. 
Grinning brat John S. Hall sings snot- 
nosed vocals through a tube of bad 
Crest as someone named Dogbowl jan- 
gles his chirpy soft cherry guitar through 
a warm distortion box: the resulting ex- 
crements mingle, ball up, roll over your 
face and bounce down the street with a 
happy step. Mega-catchy tunes, like 
“Hemophiliac Of Love” and “World 
War 3 is a Giant Ice Cream Cone” (pro- 
bably the King Missile manifesto), get 
down on all fours and beg to be 
hummed as you strangle the nice kitten. 
The Dead Milkmen wish they could be 
this funny, They Might Be Giants wish 
they could be this ironic and half of Eng- 
land wishes they could be this dark. 


—Pat Blashill 


Lizzy Mercier Descloux 
Suspense 
French Polydor 


HEAVEN—The flashing lights swirled 
along with the blood pulsing behind my 
eyes in a Scriabin-like symphony of 
reds. A pillar of concrete. My last words 
as | was pulled from the steaming 
wreckage of my Volvo: “I cannot be- 
lieve... that |...am lucky enough 

to be alive...in a world... in which | 
coexist... with such afine. . . superfine 
.-.pop album...as this.” The para- 
medics, initially confounded, heard the 
music from the still-functioning 
Blaupunkt system when there was a lull 
in traffic on the interstate. They paused, 
and the attendant cop mosied over. Af- 
ter a short while, the cop said, “You 
know, if Madonna were as smart as 
everybody wants so badly to believe she 
is, and if Kate Bush ever wedged her 
noggin out of her neo-symbolist sphinc- 
ter long enough to get down, | mean re- 
ally get down and risk a sweat, and then 
‘one of them became a man—surgi- 
cally—and they fell in love and had a 
baby daughter who grew up listening to 
African music, she, that little daughter, 
might make a pop record this good. | 
mean, I’ve heard part of two songs and 
I'm ready to drastically alter my life. 
‘Who is this dame?” 

“Well, she’s a French woman,” re- 
plied one paramedic, who looked at the 
cassette case on the glass-littered dash, 
to which the cop, who was not born 
yesterday and had actually studied a fo- 
reign language in high school, replied, 
“No shit, but who is she?” “Lizzy Mer- 
cier,” the paramedic said. ‘She was a 
peripheral figure on the New York No 
Wave scene of a decade back, hung 
with the Contortions, you know, the first 
real boho noise bands, pre-Swans, pre- 
Sonic Youth, way pre. In fact that might 
be Mark Cunningham of Mars, her old 
pal, playing trumpet right there.” The 
three of them, the cop and the two para- 


medics stopped to consider an espe- 
cially cool horn arrangement. | was 
already dead and could not confirm the 
paramedic’s observation. “I don’t hear 
that. It’s too slick for a No Waver,” the 
cop continued. “But that explains the 
African stuff, the weird rhythms and 
horns. | know Descloux. | heard one re- 
cord she made—sounded like the gen- 
u-ine Soweto article, like a goddamned 
library record."’ “Yeah,” said the hip pa- 
ramedic (the other had retreated behind 
the embankment to pee, or perhaps, 
given the nature of my accident, vomit), 
“that was after, but it sounds like that 
studying has paid off. Thisis like the best 
pop music ever.” Another song began. 
“Hell, don’t you think you should be 
getting that hamburger to the kitchen?” 
the cop asked. “Suppose so.” "Who 
gets the tape?” 

The cop, who took the tape, will 
never know this, but the paramedic, 
who suggested they leave it on my per- 
son, and my wife, who honored my will 
and played the supra-sappy ballad “The 
Long Goodbye” from Suspense at my 
funeral might: Heaven is exactly as por- 
trayed on this record—a polynational 
cabaret where beautiful French girls 
coo and putt, sexy like Julie Newmar’s 
Catwoman in a sleek, clothes-on way, 
and the bongos say intrigue’s in the air 
but no bloods ever spilled, and nobody 
worries about proving how smart they 
are. | will never get tired of this place. 
Never. 


—Don Howland 





Willie Colon 
Altos Secretos/Top Secrets 
Fania 


First, a brief history of the Latin Tinge. 
(1) Somewhere near the dawn of time: A 
piano player named Jelly Roll Morton 
gets his left hand caught in a habanera 
rhythm, invents jazz. (2) Sometime be- 
fore you were born: Cuban bandleader 
Mario Bauza teaches Dizzy Gillespie 


ns 


some fresh beats. Bebop walks the 
earth. (3) A few years later: New Or- 
leans bandleader Dave Bartholomew 
swipes a bassline off a Cuban rumba, 
and that is rock'n'roll. 

Atleast that’s how the story goes, and 
it goes on, naming yet more children of 
the latin sound: funk, disco, Bachman- 
Turner Overdrive, not to mention New 
York City’s own keeper of the pure Cu- 
ban flame, salsa. But listening to this 
new record by salsa grandmaestro Wil- 
lie Colon, | can’t help thinking of the 
‘one chapter that always gets left out, 
that from “I Love Lucy” on, Cuban mu- 
sic lurks in the heart of America’s best 
TV theme songs. 

Top Secrets lets the word out, yoking 
the cool tension of “Mission Impossi- 
ble’ to the goofy charm of “I Dream of 
Jeannie” and setting loose the Afro-Cu- 
ban rhythms buried in both. Punchy 
horns lightly flavored with cheese, 
swelling synth-strings, and the unstop- 
pable funky clockwork of salsa’s ex- 
panded rhythm section (piano, bass, 
bongos, conga, and timbales bouncing 
off each other like overheated mole- 
cules) all come together to create sure- 
fire TV-sized drama on cut after cut. 

It isn’t the first time Colon’s pulled off 
this trick. Ten years ago, on a tune 
called “Pedro Navaja,” he provided the 
perfect soundtrack for singer Ruben 
Blades’s minimovie lyrics about the 
tragic fall of a barrio wiseguy, putting his 
stamp on what became the most pop- 
ular salsa hit ever and securing an al- 
ready solid reputation as the baddest 
bandleader in town. 

Now as then, the arrangements tell 
the story as much as the lyrics do—a 
good thing, since the idea of printing 
English translations on the album jacket 
doesn’t seem to interest Colon or his re- 
cord company. Spanish-speakers get 
the added pleasure of following the in- 
teraction of words and tunes. On the 
shamelessly moving “El Gran Varén,” 
soupy keyboards and fake cello pluck 
your heartstrings as the lyrics unfold a 


Tracy Chapman fans Thelonious Monster (I-r): Bob Forrest, Pete Weiss, Mike 





‘Mart, Dix Denney and Christopher Handsome. 


soap opera about a macho dad who 
learns too late to love his drag-queen 
son (this track is flanked by two tributes 
to the defloration of blushing females— 
just so you don’t get the idea they call 
him Willie for nothing, | guess). On “Ast 
es la vida,” stern horns and relentless 
percussion underline a pair of little 
made-for-Hill-Street-Blues morality 
plays. 

But you don’t need to know Spanish 
to understand that Top Secrets, like any 
decent salsa record, is ultimately about 
‘one thing: a party that begins when the 
needle hits the vinyl and doesn’t stop tll 
you say so. Colon may fool around with 
the arrangements sometimes, going 
slow to set up a mood or just get artsy, 
butevery song eventually gets around to 
a lengthy and temperature-raising 
groove. His commitment to rocking the 
house has always made him a good 
salsero. His knack for packing character 
and drama into small spaces, as our 
favorite TV theme songs do, is what 
makes him one of the best. 


—Julian Dibbell 


Thelonius Monster 
Stormy Weather 
Relativity 


Bob Forrest, much maligned and mani- 
festly self-destructive lead singer of LA- 
based Thelonious Monster, notorious 
drunk, Hollywood gadfly, pain-in-the- 
ass party dude, recently nominated Pu- 
gilist-Inebriate of the year, has been 
bitching and boasting in recent months, 
invoking rock-god status and otherwise 
peeing on (and pissing off) as many 
boulders in the increasingly saturated 
rock and roll landscape as he can booz- 
ily aim at. His goal: to be as rich, fa- 
mous and powerful as his idol, Jon Bon 
uckily for Bob, Thelonious Mon- 
ster’s new album, their third, makes his 
point even more eloquently, with get- 
down blues-noise that'Ilput hair onyour 
teeth anda smile on your turntablefast- 
er'n you can bite the cap off a bar bottle 
o’Bud. 

With their cleaned-up sound and pro- 
duction (courtesy of X’s John Doe), the 
band still rocks with an abandon that 





earned them a cult following years ago, 
but they do it now with a style and a 
consistency that just might break them 
into the big(ger) time. The best cuts here 
are timeless drinking-beer-in-the-park- 
ing-lot, stock rock anthems fronted 
forcefully by Forrest's gravelly vocals. It’s 
white soul, with one foot in adoles- 
cence and the other in that record store 
where you bought all your old J. Geils 
and Cream albums. And you get o like a 
band that covers a Tracy Chapman song 
(“For My Lover,” like hearing Proust 
read by some guy with a matted beard at 
an all-night gas station in Fresno) and 
celebrates Sammy Hagar in another 
("Sammy Hagar Weekend”: “We're 
gonna drink some beer, smoke some 
pot, snort some coke and drive, drive 
over 55”). The icing on the cake is a ros- 
ter of guest musicians that reads like a 
who's who of happenin’ LA: Flea, Keith 
Mortis, Peter Case, Smog Vomit. If they 
like Thelonious Monster, so should you. 


—D. Carpenter 


Todd Rundgren 
Nearly Human 
Warner Bros. 


It’s been three years since the world’s 
most sensitive heterosexual man com- 
mitted himself to vinyl (or whatever it is 
CDs are made of). After 1986's a capella 
A Capella, Rundgren (or Todd, as | pre- 
fer to call him) busied himself produc- 
ing the likes of XTC and writing songs 
for a forthcoming production of “Up 
Against It,” the lost Beatles film for 
which Joe Orton wrote the screenplay. 
Todd Rundgren has always defined 
himself in the context of his own output, 
not music fashion. So the fact that a lot 
of Nearly Human, recorded live in the 
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studio (like “Hey Jude” or something) is 
“soft rock” works in Todd terms, be- 
‘cause so was his 1978 classic Hermit Of 
Mink Hollow. Flaccid ultrawimps like 
Richard Marx and Peter Cetera should 
be forced to listen to Nearly Human un- 
til they realize just how inadequate they 
are. (I'd like to hear Richard Marx use 
the word “distaff” in a song and not 
have everyone laugh at him. Todd does 
it in “Unloved Children.” Do you hear 
me laughing?) 

On the rest of the album he—ahem— 
“kicks ass." “The Want of a Nail” is 
pure Todd: killer tune and a lyric that 
could leap out of the speakers and 
pierce your heart. And on the searing 
ballad, “Hawking,” there’s that sweet, 
sweet dream of a voice. (Leave Daryl 
Hall, Boy George and that other boy 
George Michael out of this, please. 
‘Todd is the man when it comes to white 
soul brothers.) “I Love My Life,” a gos- 
pel roofraiser, closes Nearly Human as a 
raucous celebration of the album's 
liveness. 

In an era when technowhiz produc- 
ers have become stars by taking good 
lookers who can't sing to the bank, 
Nearly Human is a reminder of what a 
true artist-as-producer can achieve. | 
WANT THIS MAN TO BE THE FATHER OF MY 
CHILDREN. (Sorry, Mrs. Todd, if there is 
one.) Thank you. 


—lane Garcia 


Enya 
Watermark 
Geffen 


Watermark is a coffee-table record, for 
armchair travelers of the psyche. If Sgt 
Pepper's was the summum of acid-rock, 
Watermark is a manifesto of “Ecstasy” 
pop, an inevitable amalgam of New Age 
soundtrack, world music ethno-dab- 
bling and Euro-pop slickness. 

I kind of like it. 

See, as Enya splashes around in the 
bath-temperature surf, occasionally her 
toe gets snagged by some critter lurking 
just a bit deeper. Back when the Dead 
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When you hear things differently. 


“So Alive” 
from their definitive new album. 
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THEY MIGHT BE GIANTS 


Debut Album - "THEY MIGHT BE GIANTS" - 19 Songs - LP, CS, CD 
"DON'T LET'S START" - 4 Songs - EP, CS, CD3 

“(SHE WAS A ) HOTEL DETECTIVE" - 5 Songs - EP, CS, CD3 
*LINCOLN’ Album - 18 Songs - LP, CS, CD 
“THEY'LL NEED A CRANE" - 4 Songs - EP, CS, CD3 
"PURPLE TOUPEE" - 4 Songs - EP, CS, CD (coming soon) Sue 


For complete catalogue sond S.AS.E. to: 
BAR/NONE RECORDS «P.O, Box 1704 + Hoboken, N.J. 07030 


Distributed by: RESTLESS RECORDS + Culver iy, CA 90231 
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and the Airplane and their ilk were play- 
ing sea hunt in the collective uncon- 
scious, they would occasionally toss 
out a lick, a melody, a phrase that 
summed up what psychedelic was all 
-about, something exotic, ancient and 
celebratory, echoes from far-off solar 
festivities. Now Watermark ain't exactly 
Aoxomoxoa. But she hits that note from 
time to time. ‘Specially when she con- 
centrates her collage of romantic effects 
into actual songs. 

Like in “Orinoco Flow’: mythical 
and haunting (albeit in a spritely, Astrud 
Gilberto way), the lure of the not-here- 
and-not-now captured in some catchily 
technicolor samba chords and an Odys- 
sean litany of real and legendary ports of 
call. “Na Laetha Geal M’oige” does 
something similar in the Celtic mode: 
lovely impassioned singing, church-y 
chords, and a plaintive folk melody 
evoke that Irish mood of the world’s 
original sorrow. 

So close your eyes and come alongon 
the nicest disengage Phineas Fogg jour- 
ney around Enya’s ambient, wave rock- 
ing world. If we must take our glimpses 
of the cosmos from the deck of a cruise 
ship, where once we were willing to set 
‘out with nothing but a backpack and 
sleeping bag, well, times has changed. 
But the scenery’s still great. 





—Christopher Hill 
Fairport Convention 
Red And Gold 
Rough Trade 


British folk-rock has been so well-inte- 
grated into American pop culture that 
we've stopped thinking of it as exotic. 
But from their earliest incarnation, Fair- 
port Convention's marriage of trad’s 
melody and rock's rhythm was every bit 
as ethnobeat as the Gypsy Kings or Ofra 
Haza. A tribal mixture of swirling bag- 
pipe, lilting tin whistle, and centuries- 
old fiddle slam-dunked through a coil of 
patch cords and dribbled to a thumping 
trap set, folk rock as invented by Fair- 


port Convention reshaped British roots 
music. 

That's held true through 17 incarna- 
tions featuring 20 different musicians 
over 22 years: Fairport’s concept tran- 
scends the abilities and sensibilities of 
its individual members. Over the years, 
several Fairports leaned heavily on in- 
strumental pyrotechnics, a few enjoyed 
spectacular singers, but each lineup 
wrapped a basic ensemble sound 
around some exquisite trad or like-trad 
material, 

Asa unit Fairport have never really hit 
it—notwith their anthem “Meet On The 
Ledge,” not with a souped-up version of 
the Child ballad “Matty Groves,” not 
even with their successfully mangled 
Franglais version of “If You Gotta Go, 
Go Now.” But their most illustrious 
alumni, including guitarist Richard 
Thompson, the late great vocalist Sandy 
Denny (who wrote “Who Knows Where 
the Time Goes”), and musician-turned- 
A&R man-returned-musician lan Mat- 
thews (Matthews’ Southern Comfort) 
have enjoyed substantial cult follow- 
ings and hefty doses of peer approval. 
And every Fairport since the first has in- 
troduced some special twist or musician 
that the fans keep coming back for. 

So the basic unit—guitarist Simon 
Nicol, bassist Dave Pegg and drummer/ 
keyboardman Dave Mattacks—has 
never been able to completely disband. 





In '79 they tried to make the split offi- 
cial, but demand from fans and empty 
pockets brought Fairport back together 
the following year for a reunion festival 
in Cropredy, a tiny village in Oxford- 
shire, England, The reunions, an annual 
event ever since, continue to draw 
crowds of up to 15,000 and forge strong. 
musical links between old and new 
Fairports. 

The newest Fairport, now several sea- 
sons old, is weathering nicely. Red and 
Gold's new-to-Fairport songs include a 
few written and arranged by the band’s 
most recent additions, fiddler Ric Sand- 
ersand multi-instrumentalist MartinAll- 
cock. Sanders’ gentle, drumless 
instrumental, “The Rose Hip,” is espe- 
cially poignant. Its DX7 harpsichord ar- 
peggios and multiple fiddles are an 


enduring pleasure. Dave Pegg’s influ- 
ence is all over the harder tracks—the 
supple spine of his bass-playing is as im- 
portant here as it’s been in Jethro Tull. 

Each new Fairport Convention has 
had to reinvent a modern context for 
British roots music and you can hear it 
on Red and Gold just like you can onev- 
ery great Fairport album. The closing 
track—a friendly version of Dylan's 
“Open the Door Richard,” lifting off on 
a pumping accordion and sliding home 
on cyclical fiddle and guitar riffs layered 
‘over the spare backbeat—proves just 
how fruitful this Fairport’s interpretation 
of the formula can be. 


—Leslie Berman 


Treat Her Right 
Tied To The Tracks 
RCA 


These four Boston white guys are al- 
ways brawlin’, bawlin’, boozin’ and lo- 
sin’ and they take their lessons from 
Muddy, J.L. Hooker and Howling Wolf, 
Tied To The Tracks is “slicker” and less 
“authentic” than their fine, angry first 
album, but THR sucker-punch the au- 
thenticity and sophomore slump thing 
with the same beechwood-aged solu- 
tion: Tracks has all the flavor of a sunny 
alcoholic afternoon in a dim bar full of, 
well, brawlers and losers. Roadhouse 
guitars, a squawking mouth harp and a 
clip-clop stand-up drum, all talking 
trash about honky tonk bottom feeders 
and bourbon chasers. It’s a cynical, se- 
ductive little scene. 

Tied To The Tracks has its throw- 
aways, songs that begin and end with 
the wailing harmonica/slide guitar 
apocalypse trick. But Treat Her Right's 
sense of nuance and mood is superb: 
the prowling, low down guitars of “Pic- 
ture of the Future” are just creepy 
enough to be fascinating, the gentle, 
sparkling verses of King of Beers” just 
warm enough to draw you into yet an- 
other “she’s gone” sob story. 

“Marie” is beautiful (highlighted by 
Mark Sandman’s milk and honey sing- 
ing, it’s almost a lost Buddy Holly song), 
but “Back Door’ is the typical Treat Her 
Right sentiment. Between the bristles of 
a slide guitar from the ghost highway, 
Sandman lazily oozes, “Like a snake 
with a mouth in the grass, | waited for 
my chance.” This is the sly smile that 
runs through much of Tied to the Tracks, 
the smile beneath the shadows of a 
darkly compelling album. 


—Pat Blashill 


GooGoopoLs 





The Goo Goo Dolls 
Jed 
Death/Enigma 


What exactly is a Goo Goo Doll? | tried 
to make one by shoving Ken and Barbie 
into the microwave. The burning plastic 
made me pass out and | was suddenly 
standing in a rose garden watching an 
‘old woman on a red tricycle trim her 
flowers with a toenail clipper. This is the 
essence of Jed—unexpected deliver- 
ance. It's the hardcore album that finally 
stops grieving and teaches you to 
laugh. 

This Buffalo, New York trio sounds 
like what would happen if you locked 
The Ramones and The Smiths up in a 
mailbox during their formative years. 
The grungy, garage band harmonizing 
of “Up Yours’—"Fuck your suicide/It’s 
all bullshit because | tried/And it really 
don’t impress me all that much’—is 
self-deprecating enough to satisfy any 
bleeding new waver while retaining the 
three-chord guitar strum thrill of the 
Blitzkrieg Bop years. The difference 
here is that Jed is fresh—it doesn’t hype 
gore like so many 80s punk bands. Even 
the obligatory, token acoustic wimp 
song found on every hardcore album is 
blissfully free of the eternal “It’s-our-al- 
bum-we-can-cry-if-we-want-to” effect. 
“James Dean” (which sounds like Air 
Supply after too many coffee breaks) 
cries out, “I want to be oversexed and 
underworked/Look at me I'm such a 
jerk.” It’s a bit worrisome that the band 
has so much fun belittling themselves. 
Left to their own devices they'd try to 
beat themselves to death with their own 
instruments. 

“Out of Sight” bounces right back up 
with the fierce but unusually melodic 
“I'm out of sight/You're out of mind,” re- 
minding us that it’s all supposed to be 
fun. The Dolls point the dirty fingernail 
at those who sit under the dimly lit bulb 
and watch the record go ‘round. 

The bottom line is that Jed is the al- 
bum you listen to when you barricade 
your bedroom door and fly spastically 
around the room with a guitar made of 
air. When and if you can admit you do 
something this juvenile, you can feel se- 
cure knowing Jed’s around. 








—Karen Tucker 
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UNDERGROUND 


Mike Runnels, World of Pooh, 
NO, Look! Listen! Vibrate! 
Smile!, Demo Moe, 


Jimmi Reitzler, Mighty Ceasers, 


video 


Column by Byron Coley 


nthe decade or so since 

expatriate Texan Mike Runnels 

first appeared with his punk 

band, The Reactors, he has 

released a record every three or 
four years, each imbued with 
unapologetic junk rushing straight 
‘outta his gut. Latest in this estimable 
string is Come Inside (Ninth Circle, 442 
3/4 Norton Ave., LA, CA 90004), 
which blends Mike’s punk-speak ache 
‘'n break wordage with some air-raiding 
guitar-scuh from Gene Lippin. I'm not 
claiming that this is a life-changing 
record or anything, but itis real fucking 
good and the fact that you're planning 
to ignore it is another nail in the coffin 
of individual expression. 


For years I’ve been carrying on about 
the virtual flushability of San 
Francisco's musical output, so it's 
almost like a direct affront to my whole 
theory-of-musical-relativity that San 
Fran has lately been producing 
turntable excellence at an unbelievable 
rate. The most recent Frisco stiffie to 
knuckle my noggin is the debut LP by 
World of Pooh, The Land of Thirst (Nuf 
Sed, PO Box 591075, San Francisco, 
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NYC free jazz trio Demo Moe at work. 


CA 94159). A trio which includes 
Barbara Manning (a key figure in the 
Chico, CA scene as well), they slam 
ahead like a steamroller-sized music 
box filled with semi-acoustic 
instruments set on “stun,” Playing so 
hard and groovy that they hop way the 
heck out of the “Nouveau Acoustic” 
corral (somebody please tell Michelle 
Shocked, Tracy Chapman, Carmaig De 
Forest, et al. that they're hind-lapping 
corporate stoolies, O.K.2), these 
clowns slug their way into a raga-dense 
forest of string-blend and sheer whomp 
that closes around your head like a big 
iron glove. Jammed up jelly tight. 
Y'know? 


The history of Australia’s Little Band 
scene was lovingly told a coupla years 
back in an exceptional movie called 
“Dogs In Space.’ Although almost 
nobody seems to have liked the film 
(now available on vid), it's a 
masterpiece of punk naturalism and 
anybody who spent any time 


submerged in '77-'82 punk subculture 
will find it fine and emblematic. 
‘Anyway, the musical director of 
“Dogs” was this guy named Ollie 
Olsen, who's been kicking around the 
Melbourne scene since the days of the 
Boys Next Door. He’s had some fine 
bands, but he’s never cut a record that 
could touch the latest LP by his current 
outfit NO. Once We Were Scum Now 
We Are God (Au Go Go, GPO Box 
542d, Melbourne, 3001 Victoria, 
Australia) is the great follow-up to the 
first Suicide LP that everyone's been 
awaiting for the last 10 years. The 
center of the band’s sound is something 
like a huge Martin Rev automaton, 
bloated to immensity and gorged with 
diesel amphetamines. Heaped on top 
is scittery, scuzzed-up, feedback-guitar 
and Ollie’s aggresso-rant-voice-stug. 
On extended tunes, like “Glory For 
The Shit For Brains,” this has the same 
intenso-scunch wallop as Suicide’s 
“Frankie Teardrop" but with only about 
as much deviation-in-spatial- 








characteristics as a flaming car rolling 
end over end down a hill. Just 
beautiful. 


Every little cobber knows the basic 
story of the Beach Boys’ Smile album. 
This pop masterpiece was assembled 
by Brain Wilson in 1966, then 
dismantled by the reactionary assholes 
in his band and never released. Many 
bits and pieces of (and about) the 
album have appeared over the years, 
but if you've never really thought about 
Smile’s legendary status, well, now is 
the perfect time to start. Domenic 
Priore has assembled a gigantic tome 
called Look! Listen! Vibrate! Smile! 
($20 ppd. Priore, PO Box 4131, 
Carlsbad, CA 92008)—264 oversize 
pages dealing with Smile. Every bit of 
info, every pic, everything is reprinted 
here. It's a massive project and more 
than a little nuts, but it’s a boggling 
reference work about both the Beach 
Boys and the first commercial reactions 
to the hippie era. A totally bonus effort. 


There are almost no “rock” bands that 
display the fevered, nonstop, flat-out, 
start-to-stop gallop you'll see at a 
performance by Cecil Taylor or 
Borbetomagus, but that’s only because 
the milieu is so prissy. There are 
actually people who maintain that 
Springsteen's candy-ass bore-a-thons 
are vital, exciting and really charged 
up. Pathetic, | know, but true. I just 
wish that some of these dinks could be 
dropped into the midst of a recital by 
NY's premier free-rock trio, Demo 
‘Moe. It would give them anew 
standard by which to measure their 
idiot gods. The first time I saw these 
guys (playing outside in a garbage- 
strewn Lower East Side park), | was 
blown away by the crazed immediacy 
and frantic untogetherness of their 
sound, When they were able to 
recreate this on a concert stage | was 
pretty amazed. Now that they've been 
able to do it justice on record, 
Demolish NYC (Maldoror, via NMDS, 
500 Broadway, NYC 10012), I'm truly 
astonished. Trio wildness on this level 
hasn't been heard since the earliest 
days of the Meat Puppets. In fact this 
sorta sounds like the Meat Puppets (or 
Poop Noire) playing the Borbetomagus 
anti-songbook. Every riff, every note, 
every beat is struck for freedom. If 
you're not an authoritarian dupe you'll 
be sobbing with joy while this racket 
careens through your brain. 





‘Oddball of the issue is Jimmi Reitzler. 
Alersey-based musician whose 
previous recordings have not made my 
goat huddle, Mr. Reitzler has now 
released a solo LP, Looking Through 
Bobby’s Diary (Reitz Zound, 305 E. 
Verona Blvd., Pleasantville, NJ 08232) 
that is as confessional and weird as 
anything by Jandek. Inspired by the 
DIY work of Paul McCartney and Todd 
Rundgren, Jimmi’s work actually 
sounds more like something Pep Lester 
would have done during his blue 
period. Kinda lost, but still looking for 
something, Jimmi wanders through a 
variety of rough garage-band settings, 
laced with strained vocals, far-reaching 
harmonica stuff and curious sound 
effects. This is the work of a pure and 
naive heart that should appeal to fringe 
collectors everywhere. 


Few would be foolish enough to deny 
that Wild Billy Childish is one of 
England’s most daunting art factories. 
Asa poet, illustrator and publisher he 
has filled shelves; as a musician (both 
solo, and in concord with the Pop 
Rivets, Milkshakes, Mighty Caesars 
and Sexton Ming) and record producer 
he's done the same. Very little of his 
disturbingly varied material has been 
readily available to the American 
hepster, however. Thankfully, a pair of 
new LPs by the Mighty Caesars begins 


to right these wrongs. The first of these, 
English Punk Rock Explosion (Crypt, 
PO Box 9151, Morristown, NJ, 07960) 
compiles a vast, bloody wad of the 
Caesars‘prior blech. Applying the 
scratchy-beard-beat of the Milkshakes 
toa weird hybrid of surf, punk and shit, 
these recordings (culled from the 
band’s first eight disks) present the view 
from a weird underground plasma bar 
buried in the bowels of London's 
steaming core. It'll prepare you for 
their new LP, John Lennon's Corpse 
Revisited (Crypt), which is the 
distillation of everything that’s come 
before. The screaming of “Lie 
Detector” and “Suck The Dog,” the 
brayed soothe of “Head Coats On" and 
the trash-can-breakdown cover of the 
Clash’s “Career Opportunities” 
perfectly replicate the sound of the tin 
drum that beats in the inner brain folds 
ofa person plunging over a 40-foot 
poop waterfall. And if that ain’t punk, 
well, what is? 


There have been quite a few interesting 
videos appearing lately. None of them 
feature a whole lotta nudity, so I'm 
tempted to dismiss ‘em outright, but | 
guess that's not really fair. Fans of Loren 
Mazzacane's mysterious space blues 
records will be pleased to actually see 
this cipher at work, with Suzanne 
Langille, on “Haunted House” ($10 
ppd, St. Joan, PO Box 390, New 
Haven, CT 08502). The duo play live 
in a studio and the way that Loren’s 
notes float above and around 
Suzanne's voice is as cool to see as it is 
to hear, Also smuzzy to the nth degree 
is the “Shimmy-Disc Video Comp 
1989" ($25 ppd. Shimmy-Disc, JAF 
Box 1187, NYC 10116), which 
combines wild performance footage 
with fake situations and animation. 
Shockabilly, Galaxie 500, Daved 
Hild—so many great personalities are 
featured here that it's hard to mention 
‘em all. So won't. But you will. For 
non-music thrills it’s hard to beat 
Jonathon Reiss’ |atest documentary of 
the Survival Research Lab, The Will To 
Provoke” (SRL, 1458-C San Bruno, San 
Francisco, CA 94110). This one 
features SRL’s '88 European Tour and 
highlights performances by their 
destructo machines as well as 
interviews with participants and the 
audience. If you've never seen the 
unbelievable metal monoliths these 
guys build you've never been shook— 
awe-provoking, nuts-and- bolts 
monsters that tear the living shit outta 
everything immobile enough to get in 
their way. You can watch their “act” as 
some kinda affirmation of the non- 
destructive potential of man or just dig 
the crunch of power. Beats the shit 
outta that Big Truck stuff. 


| eagerly await yr treats at PO Box 301, 
'W. Somerville, MA 02144 S 
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Column by John Leland 


wo years ago, Ice-T was 
about the only credible rap- 
peron the West Coast, and he 
was a transplanted New 
9 Yorker. By the spring of 1989, 
‘we're in a whole new ball game. Tone 
Loc’s Loc’ed After Dark became the first 
rap album to hit No. 1 on the pop charts 
(or second, if you count the Beastie 
Boys’ Licensed to III, which remains a 
powerful influence on West Coast rap). 
‘And albums by M.C. Hammer, Eazy-E, 
and Eazy’s crew, NWA, are all challeng- 
ing New York rappers in both excite- 
ment and commercial clout. The hip 
hop nation is suddenly wide open. 

A few ironies about West Coast rap: 

The Two Live Crew, considered to be 
the founders of Miami’s bass music, ac- 
tually developed their sound in LA. Be- 
fore anyone on the outside ever heard of 
them, they set the model for Southern 
California rap: blue and incredibly 
danceable, with enough bass to make 
the little girls queasy. 

Los Angeles is our only major city 
with its own 24-hour rap radio station, 
KDAY-FM. But when the city and its 
blacker, smaller neighbor, Compton, 
developed their own rap scenes, they 
built them on music unfit for radio. “Do. 
1 look like a motherfucking role model,” 
raps Ice Cube of NWA (NiggersWith At- 
titudes), ‘To a kid looking up to me/Life 
ain’t nothing but bitches and money.” A 
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few lines later, he adds, “I’m the moth- 
erfucker that you read about/Taking a 
life or two/That’s what the hell | do/You 
don’t like how I'm living/Well fuck 
you.” Cali hip hop is often brutally vio- 
lent, obscene, sexist and homophobic. 
The classic hardcore anthem in the 
bunch is NWA’s “Tha Police.”It is 
tude but not uncommercial; all of the 
performers in this column have gold or 
platinum albums. 

Cali rappers sample the same records 
as New Yorkers, but like the Miami bass 
invaders, they trade New York's ele- 
mental crunch for a rock or dance per- 
spective, and come up with a wholly 
new sound. As the new new school, it is 
the wildest music of the year. These re- 
cords, built on tracks more elastic and 
souped than their New York counter- 
parts, are vicious, antisocial dance mu- 
sic. The supple grooves are both 
gruesome and catchy. 

On the incredible video to “Turn This 
Mutha Out,” M.C. Hammer claims over 
and over that he’s good enough to slay 
New York; he doesn’t, despite some ex- 
plosive dancing, but still outsells most 
New York rappers. 

Both Eazy-E and NWA warnofpoten- 
tially offensive words directly on their 
record and tape sleeves. Recouping the 
language, turning it from a confession 
into a declaration, NWA then do a song 
called ‘Parental Discretion Iz 





Advized.”” 

On side one of Straight Outta Com- 
pton, NWA boast about how much pot 
they smoke. On side two, they advocate 
the straight and narrow, saying that pot 
blocks self-expression. 

Tone Loc scored the biggest hit since 
“We Are the World” with a song that 
seemed too risqué for its times and a 
video that cost under $600. Thanks to 
his “Wild Thing,” Delicious Vinyl will 
probably make Island Records more 
money in 1989 than U2. 

“Wild Thing” producers Matt Dike 
and Michael Ross originally asked MTV 
host and hip hop renaissance man Fab 5 
Freddy to do the rap, which was based 
on his line from Spike Lee's ‘She's Gotta 
Have lt,” but Freddy was too busy. 

A scorecard: 

Eazy-E and NWA are like the Coasters 
of the 80s, finding humor and pathos 
and pop viability in the most ghettoish 
subjects available. In 1989, those sub- 
jects are gang violence, guns, pimps 
and hos, and the stories are never quite 
{as quaint as “'Shopping for Clothes” or 
“Charlie Brown.” Their music, pro- 
duced by Dr, Dre and Yella, is among 
the silliest and most adventurous in hip 
hop. Both acts like nothing better than 
to construct a deep groove and then 
make it crash. 

M.C. Hammer, who got his name be- 
cause he looks like hammering Hank 
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Aaron, dresses in upscale Cali pimp 
style and has furiously energized tracks 
and dance steps; but when he isn’t 
dancing he seems to be shouting too 
much, 

With a spare guitar riff and a couple 
good beats, Tone Lc combines hip hop. 
and pop sounds into the great frat rock 
of 1989, a tradition he inherits from the 
Beastie Boys’ “Fight for Your Right to 
Party” and Salt-n-Pepa's “Push It."" Tone 
LOc’s voice is as smooth as butter, his 
minimalist pop sense is dead on, and he 
includes paeans to his favorite sex act, 
his favorite alcoholic beverage and his 
favorite herb. 


THE A-LIST: 
A Guy Called Gerald, “Voodoo Ray” 
(Warlock) 

Beastie Boys, “Hey Ladies” (Capitol) 
Soul II Soul, “Keep on Movin’ ”” 
(Virgin) 

Precious, “Definition of a Track” 

(Big Beat) 

New Order, “Round and Round” 
(Warner) 

Tela Rock, “Housin’ With the T's” 
(Sleeping Bag) 

Big Daddy Kane, “Lean on Me” (Cold 
Chillin’) 

Heavy D. and the Boyz, “We Got Our 
(Own Thang” (Uptown) 

Jody Watley, “Friends” (MCA) @ 





Continued from page 100 


And in the future it will become less and less nasty. 
AZT tor example, is truly useful and also truly toxic 
and it's also the only thing we've had as an antiviral. 
But now there is a large group of people who are 
asymptomatic and on AZT. And | think it will help, 
we'll see an effect. 


How do you respond to those critics of AZT who say 
that it is way too toxic to justify use as a preventative? 
Well we will never know unless we try, right? No drug 
is totally innocuous; this one certainly is not, Thirty 
percent of the people who take it experience serious 
side effects, like anemia, lack of white blood cells 
which causes people to need blood transfusions, and 
it can have a toxic effect on certain organs also. But 
there is no question that it is also an effective antiviral. 
How best to use it is largely guesswork. 





How do you feel about the recent tremendous surge 
in AIDS activism—groups like ACT UP for instance. 
Do you see that movement as a constructive or a de- 
structive force? 

Well, a group like ACT UP is, again, a result of the 
anguish. The healing groups are one result of the an- 
guish, ACT UP is another. Since the remedy has been 
very slow in coming, there is a reaction of anger 
against people in power. And indeed there are many 
things that have not been handled properly on the part 
of the people who have the heaviest responsibility of 












leadership. Our president over the last eight years did - 
not take a position of moral or even executive leader- 2 

ship. He didn’t organize a national effort. TI v ve 

something that makes people who are feeling the aa att Aneto: pri anys nthe U 
brunt of this disease very angry. 


| share that indignation. I have personally chosen 
not to work for an organization like ACT UP because | 
feel that in my position—as a scientist, as a person of 
my age with certain social contacts and so on—I am 
more useful working in a different vein. But if my 20- 
year-old kid was going to ACT UP meetings and dem- 
onstrating, | would fully understand why. 


Bill Drummond 
is“The Man’ 

He's The King of Joy, the mastermind 
behind The Timelord’s “Doctorin’ the 
Tardis", the former manager of The 
‘Teardrop Explodes and author of “Julian 
Copeis Dead.” i 





Do you ever get fed up? Ever want to do something 
else? 

Never. These last 10 years have been like a whole new 
period in my life. Once in a while | have a sort of nos- 
talgia for more scientific work and I'd like to leave the : : 
=belaficinwandihe poliicking w somebody ele, butt The Ordinaires 
can’t afford to do that now. It gets difficult when you it ” 
have to run from a meeting at CRI [Community Re- are One” 
search Initiative] to a black-tie dinner within half an 
hour. Then you have to switch gears in your mind real- 
ly fast. But it’s very exciting. 








This is a composite photograph of all 
nine Ordinaires — six men and three 
women—who perform instrumental 
numbers that slither through the 
boundaries of modern music. Rock, 
funk, blues, azz and classical influences 
rolled up into one big headtrip. lt 


With all the different people that you deal with— 
scientists, politicians, celebrities—do you find that 
you're talking to people who have a genuine concern 
for this problem—a genuine compassion? 
Yes, | think there is a genuine compassion. My experi- 
ence is that even when you talk to people who are 
pretty prejudiced and close-minded and selfish and so 
On, if you take the time to talk to them and explain 
certain things, they change considerably in attitude. 
There was a time here when people, especially 
men, would not put the word "AIDS" on a check. 
They would say “I can’t make out a check to ‘AIDS 
Medical Foundation’ because I don’t want my secre- 
tary or my accountant to think I'm gay.” Now we're 
beyond that. ® 








Bill Drummond,“The Man” ~ $8.98 LP 72608-1 / $8.98 CS 72608-4 
‘The Ordinaires,“One” ~ $898 / LP 72615-1 / $8.98 CS 72615-4 / $14.98 CD 72615-2 


== Bar/Noneis the label. 


Bar/None Records, PO. Box 1704 Hoboken, New Jersey 07030 
‘Manufactured and distributed by 
Restless Records, Culver City, California 90231-3628 











Speed from page 84 


But the FBI's intrusion into the biker's distribution 
system may actually have helped produce the recent 
rise in the quantity of speed available on the West 
Coast, With the bikers’ stranglehold loosened there 
was an explosion of Mom and Pop labs. Everybody 
with a stove, a pot and more than a little larceny in 
their heart started cranking out crank. 

San Diego, the worst hit by this methamphetamine 
amateur hour, plays an important role in its genesis, In 
1981, California regulated the sale of phenyl acetic 
acid, one of methamphetamine’s precursor chemi- 
cals. As a consequence, producers rediscovered a 
long-forgotten method of making methampheta- 
mine—the ephedrine reduction process. Previously, 
cooking up the crank had required a modicum of 
chemistry expertise: measuring, distilling and reduc- 
ing in a multi-stage operation, The new process was 
made for bone heads. "All it requires is a few ingredi- 
ents thrown together for any period of time, cooked at 
any temperature and the end result is methampheta- 
mine,” says d’Ulisse. “At the same time, a number of 
companies established themselves in the San Diego 
area and sold everything necessary to manufacture 
the drug.” Clandestine labs bloomed everywhere un- 
der the clear San Diego skies and meth flooded the 
streets. “They had no sophisticated distribution sys- 
tem. They just dumped everything into the county.” 
At present there’s enough crank produced every 
month in San Diego to keep every man, woman and 
child in the county fried from now to Christmas. 

Elsewhere up and down the West Coast, and in Tex- 
as, amateur production continues to grow. Crank has 
become the moonshine of the Information Age, and 
there’s always another, newer process just around the 
corner. “The underground chemists are always ahead 
of us. Always,” says Robert Sager, in charge of the 
DEA labs in San Francisco. “They've got the motiva- 
tion and the time. And the money.”” 

Money makes the drug world go ‘round, and is the 
major reason for the sudden popularity of speed. 
Whereas a pound of cocaine now costs about eight 
grand, for a simple five grand you can set up a clan- 
destine lab and turn out a few pounds of meth on your 
own. Even if you only produce a few pounds, at 
$8,000 to $10,000 a pound, you're getting a good re- 
turn on your five-grand investment. That means that 
even if the new Drug Czar, and the entire constella- 
tion of Customs, Treasury, DEA, FDA, FBI, Army and 
the Coast Guard are able to seal off every inch of the 
border and coastline as tight as a tamperproof seal, 
there would still be a massive drug problem in Amer- 
ica. And no foreign government to blame, either. 

“With crank you can make $50,000 in no time at 
all,” says Lochridge of the DEA, “and you don't have 
to deal with Colombians. You don’t have to deal with 
anyone, except the law. And the Hell’s Angels.” At 
least the Angels are American. In fact this whole un- 
derground crank industry is 100-percent American. 

Most of the labs these days are set in remote areas to 
hide the smell. The acrid and pungent odor of a crank 
lab is noticeable even at a distance from the lab, and 
the chemicals uséd permeate fabrics and skin. “That's 
the main thing that gives them up, the smell, the 
neighbors," says DEA Agent J. 

A lot of times, especially in the Northwest, “cooks” 
will make the stuff around a barn full of cows or pigs to 
try to mask the stench. Out in the high desert area pre- 
ferred by the LA cooks, elaborate setups will filter the 
gases through cat litter, or send it through under- 
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ground pipes away from the lab. While they may be 
easy to sniff out, staking out a crank lab has a distinct 
disadvantage: most of the cooks use the product 
they're making, 

“A lotof the cooks are junkies,” says J. “They do the 
speed themselves. That's the problem with doing sur- 
veillance on these guys. They're all wired up so they 
can stay awake for two or three days without being 
bothered, and we're out there just trying to keep our 
eyes open; drinking coffee.” Having to spend days on 
a stakeout in a cold car in some god-forsaken part of 
the high desert might explain why a heavy growth of 
beard, a T-shirt and jeans is acceptable dress for mem- 
bers of the Clandestine Lab Unit. In fact, except for the 
two government-issue .38s strapped to his side in 
well-burnished leather holsters, Agent | looks a little 
like a biker-type himself. 

Last year on the West Coast, clandestine labs were 
being busted at the rate of about 40 a month, and 96 
percent of them were manufacturing crank. Some of 
the operations were industrial in size—one lab caught 
in flagrante delicto last year was producing 150 
pounds in a SINGLE REACTION. The average lab, 
however, produces 23 pounds a week. Even at low 
street values for single pounds, this is about $25,000 
of product a day. 


Hitler’s paranoid 
delusions and bizarre 
conduct are now 
considered to be a direct 
consequence of meth, 
making der Fiihrer one of 
the first speed freaks. 


The methamphetamine that these crank labs pro- 
duce varies widely in quality. “I've seen stuff that was 
as gooey as peanut butter,” says Sager. “That's what 
they called it up in Oregon: peanut butter crank.” If 
the cooks are using the older amalgam process, the 
meth can be laced with mercury. Sometimes lead ace- 
tate can be left in the speed asa residue. In short, users 
can’t really be one-hundred-percent sure of the street 
product. “They're really up against it,” notes Sager. 
“A lab will only tell them they've got meth; it won't 
tell them if there is a also a small amount of deadly 
contaminants.” Sager has also been getting reports, 
from Colorado and Hawaii about users smoking crys- 
tal meth, and there is talk on the street about the latest 
twist, “croak,” a mixture of crank and coke, also 
smoked. 

Sometimes the low-end of these amateur cooks will 
only produce a few grams for personal use, usually out 
of rented motel rooms. Since the ‘cleaning,’ or final 
finishing of crank uses benzene, a highly explosive 
(and carcinogenic) product, it is not rare for these 
would-be chemists to blow up their rented accommo- 
dations. Things got so bad in the Northwest last year 
that the Oregon Lodging Association and the Portland 
area motel managers met last February for the sole 
purpose of discussing how to deal with methampheta- 
mine labs in motel rooms. 

Meanwhile, busting the larger labs has its own dan- 
gers. “A lot of times we'll be going into an explosive 








situation. Literally,” says J. Combine the sort of para~ 
noia that extended speed use engenders, the constant 
pressure to remain secret, and the presence of millions 
of dollars worth of illegal drugs, and many of the labs 
resemble armed camps. “We're finding that about 
half of them are booby-trapped one way or another; 
either explosives—time bombs—or two chemicals 
set behind the door which make cyanide gas when 
mixed.” Sometimes a cook will kick over a flask of 
ether going out of a window. When the fumes hit a 
naked flame, the whole operation blows sky high. 
Then federal agents garbed in white hazardous mate- 
rial suits have to come in to put together the evidence. 
Given the setting and the danger, lab busting is some- 
times straight out of the movies: plastic explosives go- 
ing off, arrays of AK-47s, Uzis and sawed-off 
shotguns, agents dropping out of the desert sky. 


espite the success the lab busters are hav- 
ing, the fact still remains that, at best, for 
every crank lab that’s toppled at least five 
g0 undetected. That's a lot of crank. 

Most of it is used in conjunction with other drugs. 
“In the beginning it was just more social,”’ says Diane, 
a recovering crystal addict in her late 20s who comes 
from a well-to-do family in Los Angeles. “We would 
snort, have a cocktail with friends, go to a party, 
cop a half a gram and drink some more booze. Then, 
you know, you're happening. You're cruising,” That's 
how most people start up. In the social scene, the cool 
setting, the clubs. “As time goes on, you're cruising a 
little more, And then—we don't go anywhere. We just 
stay at home. It progresses into that state where you 
don’t want to share, where you don’t want to do any- 
thing and you're totally living for the drug.” 

Not everybody gets to that stage, but the steps along 
the way are insidious. “You build a tolerance to it,” 
says Derek, who works as a carpenter in the Holly- 
wood studios, and now a recovering addict. “You get 
up in the morning, you take a couple of whites, throw 
‘em in your coffee. That goes on for a month of two, 
and pretty soon, it's not the same ‘oomph.’ So you put 
four in, then five, then 10. Then someone says, ‘Why 
are you taking all those pills, man? Why don’t you just 
do a couple of lines of this?’ You do a couple of lines, 
and your nose is bleeding, and you say, ‘Fuck this. !'m 
snorting this shit but it’s just not working,’ Then some- 
‘one comes up and says, ‘Hey, | got an outfit right 
here, buddy. This'll fix it all. .. .’ And it does.” 

Shooting crystal is a completely different high from 
snorting it. “You want to shoot up as much as you 
can,” says Ellen, who's has since cleaned up her act. 
“I's a mental rush, your head starts tingling. You feel 
like you're on another planet, and for those few min- 
utes you feel like there’s nothing happening, like 
there’s nothing going on. It’s four or five minutes be- 
fore you actually get into the grit-your-teeth, bite- 
your-cheek speed feeling.” Then you're up for days. 
“at just gets worse and worse. You need sleep and you 
can’t, You don’t eat ‘cause you can't.” 

Speed makes you active. You want to do some- 
thing, anything, But after days without sleep, you start 
“tweaking.” I'd start by cleaning my house, then I'd 
find something, pull it out, and figure I'd clean it up 
later,"" says Betty, a recovering crystal user. “By the 
end of the night the place was a disaster area.” Obses- 
sive behavior is typical of speeders. Diane, an LA art- 
ist, remembers coming home to discover her 
roommate had pulled out every hair of her eyebrows 
with a pair of tweezers. “You do shit that you just do 











when you're tweaking,” says Derek, “One time | 
smoked a pencil and thought it was a cigarette.” 

After continuous lack of sleep, the drug's psychosis- 
forming powers come alive and present you with 
panoply of paranoid hallucinations straight out of Elm 
Street: spiders on the wall, bugs crawling under your 
skin which you dig at with a knife. And then there’s the 
constant companion of paranoia—the ever-present 
knowledge that everyone is out to get you. “No matter 
where | looked, someone was there,”” wrote William 
Burroughs Jr. in his 1974 autobiographical novel 
Speed. ‘Tiny people slept in my ashtray and a giant 
slouched, sulking, against the Chrysler building. The 
trees in Washington Square were filled with faces 
from the past that blew in the breeze. In the mirror my 
‘own face crawled with a dozen others. | myself la- 
bored under the illusion that | had died weeks ago at 
1,000 mph ta ra! ta ra! and was running headlong on 
accumulating momentum into the approaching Fall.” 
Burroughs Jr. died at 33, in 1981 

Not everybody who uses speed gets to the inner cir- 
cle of hell. Obviously. Some people can handle it 
Others can’t. Most users are able to maintain a sporad- 
ic intake of the drug, going on occasional binges, then 
sleeping it off. The problem is, even for those who 
think they can handle it, using speed is like sucking on 
a candy bar with razor blades inside. The drug gives 
you energy by borrowing off your future reserves. 
Pretty soon, that future arrives, you're running on a 
deficit, so you go to the energy bank and borrow from 
speed again 

Like America going begging to foreign lenders for 
hard cash, speed-freaks hit the sidewalk to cop some 
crank to help them get through their own energy-debt 
s. Petty soon, you're under foreign ownership, 
and the drug is telling you what to do. “If you're with 
some guy who has a bag, believe me, you're going to 
do what you have to do to get some,” says Diane 
“You'll just do it.” 

“Speed is the perfect drug for people who feel 
dumb and inadequate,” says psychologist Bill Cloke 
“Itreplaces feeling of anxiety or fear or boredom with 
elements of excitement and drama. It takes care of 
performance anxiety, and covers a whole range of 
self-doubt and inadequacy.” Users agree. “You feel 
like you're on top of, like you're better,” says Jane. 
like crystal. Itjust gives you a feeling that you're IT.” 

Speed is the product of the technological society 
and fits perfectly into its ethos. It’s the Protestant work 
ethic in crystal form. Speed just says “Go!” When 
you're on it you feel good, you feel like doing, creat- 
ing, working. Time flies and soul-numbing repetitive 
activities—working on assembly lines, checking out 
groceries—become bearable. 

The new generation that is turning to speed lives in 
an America which has lost its dream: they can’t afford 
the houses they grew up in; they live in a world of 
increasing environmental despair; and watch a gov- 
ernment totally lacking in wisdom or ethical leader- 
ship. The whole country feels dumb and inadequate, 
so why shouldn’t some poor soul who's struggling to 
make the rent and the payments on his 4x4 use? Speed 
makes you feel good about yourself, makes you feel in 
control, even if those feelings are ephemeral and ulti- 
mately false. Speed is the drug that helps you move 
faster, running not so much to a better future as away 
froma dreary present. The same society that produced 
the drug in the first place now also creates the condi- 
tions that engender its use. And yet another generation 
reap the bitter chemical harvest of those amphet- 

amine seeds. .] 
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Slut Metal from page 48 


kinda expect the same thing. You know, say, ‘Look at 
this, I wrote a new song,’ and he'd read the first line 
and push it away.” 

This was the real drag of being women rockers. 
Everyone | talked to could deal with the bullshit, 
grabby club owners and managers, the insults and 
cheap remarks, the condescension of always being 
thought of as somebody's girlfriend, always being the 
bad joke of family and friends. What they couldn't 
deal with, or maybe what came out in Meanstreak’s 
music—raw, fast, real heavy metal—was not even 
getting a break from your own boyfriend. 

Tina—who with her curly blonde hair, ample 
chest, giggles and penchant for collecting 19th-cen- 
tury children’s books, appears the dizziest of the five 
Meanstreakers—slammed a Meanstreak cassette into 
the VCR. It was explosive, tortuous metal. And it was 
impossible to connect with the five bored girls sitting 
on couches complaining about boys. 

“Guys,” Tina snarled, adjusting the volume. 
“Can't live with ‘em, can’t kill ‘em, But you can try!” 


You're speeding down the road with living on your 
mind. 

This travesty you're leading is deceiving you will 
find. 

Just when you've had enough, you think you've 
had your fill, 

You turn the corner, there it lies: 

Poor little - ROADKILL!!!"" 


“Tonight, gang, put on your dancing shoes! Alright, 
we're talking rock'n'roll! Some of the loudest names 


in heavy metal music! How about Ace Frehley from 
the supergroup Kiss, or Joey Ramone from the Ra- 
mones, or the infamous, and they are gorgeous, The 
Cycle Sluts From Hell!”” 

The theme music blasted, the production assis- 


“My only goal in life ever 
since | was a little girl 
was to play drums as good 
as Animal on ‘The 
Muppets,’”’ says Yael from 
Meanstreak. 


tants prompted the audience to cheer and howl, and 
Morton Downey Jr, gloating over today’s audience id- 
iots, sucked it all in. When Queen Vixen finally made 
it to Mort’s hot seat, 25 thugs with Guido shaves and 
rooster cuts, who bragged of being from Howard 
Beach, all chanted the Addams Family theme and 
screamed “Morticia!” 

“Let me tell you, if Morticia looked like that you'd 
all be in the coffin with her. Yeah!” Mort joked, and 
then got straight to the point. 

“Queen, does your music have a message? Is there 


something you're trying to say?” 

“| think that one of the reasons that we started this 
band was because it was so difficult to get involved in 
rock'n'roll, being female. We just weren’t taken seri- 
ously, and our message is that you don’t have to get 
down on your knees to hang around rock'n'roll...” 

“But that’s a hypocritical statement,” one of the 
rooster cuts screamed from the Big Mouth micro- 
phone. “Your name is Cycle Sluts...SLUTS is the 
word you're using. .. YOU'RE SLUTS..." 

‘As made my way out, disgusted, I could hear him 
all the way down the hall. All | wanted to do was go 
home and take a bath and wash away the ugliness. 
Once again, | was overwhelmed by the stupidity of 
America, the narrowness, the small thinking, the 
snarling dogs waiting to rip you to shreds if you do 
something different. But then, as | waited for my cab, 
I saw a middle-aged man and woman answering the 
phones and writing out visitors’ passes in the lobby 
security booth, while they watched the taping of the 
“Morton Downey Jr. Show” with the sound off, On 
the TV, the panel discussion had broken and the Cy- 
cle Sluts, this time with the entire band of four girls 
and the four guys on instruments, took the stage, 
counted off and started to rock. 

“Is that a boy or a girl?” the woman asked her part- 
ner as she pointed to Honey One-Per-Center head- 
banging away in closeup on the monitor. 





“if lever raised anything like that I'd shoot it.” 

The cab came, and I started to laugh, knowing that 
if the girls were provoking a response like that, wha- 
tever else they lacked, they were on the right track. 
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Audio-Technica US., Inc. 
1221 Commerce Drive, Stow, OH 44224 


Pro quality sound is easy 
with a new ATUS Stereo Mixer! 


Special “talkover” control automatically lowers music 
level for voice announcements 





‘AM300E 


Easy-to-read professional style VU meters 





Five-bank graphic 
equalization for each output 
channel available 








Get more sound value 
with a new ATUS mixer. 
Four models available 
from leading dealers every- 
where. Write for list and 
catalog today. 







The Cure from page 42 


and other times it’s the most important thing I’ve ever 
done.” 

Smith wanted to produce an album of over an 
hour's music—a CD album that would be listed from 
end to end without vinyl’s Side One and Two. “It's our 
old idea of producing a thematic album, so you sit 
down and listen to it end to end on your own. This 
gave us the time to draw out sections and underplay 
sections. Rather than having to make the point in three 
or four minutes, we've allowed ourselves seven min- 
utes. In that sense, the minimal way of recording, it 
goes back to our earliest stuff, rather than Top or Head 
On The Door, where we tried to cram everything in. 
‘Those albums were good and they worked, but this is 
supposed to be a bigger-sounding record. 

“Vve never done it before, but on this album I was 
trying to imagine people listening to it. | had various 
imaginary and non-imaginary people who listened to 
the record and I found out what they'd feel listening to 
the songs. | was also singing to this audience | dreamt 
up inside my head. Some of them were critical and 
some accepted everything. They were all in different 
rooms in this hotel. No room service. | was trying to 
take them aback with the intensity | was trying to 
produce.” 

The most intense moment on the album is the title 
track, “Disintegration,” On every Cure album there is 
‘one Robert Smith song that is a ferocious attack on 
Robert Smith. He seems to have a cathartic need to 
assault his own body and soul. “I'm desperately un- 
comfortable with my body,” he admits. “I have been 
ever since I've left school. | look at myself and think, 
“This can’t be me. Why am| inhabiting this body? I've 
always considered myself separate from my body. I've 
always thought it would be nice to have your entire 
selfina little metal sphere, that you could drop into an 
empty body of your choice. I've got an above-average 
body temperature, which | now realize is the root of a 
lot of my problems.” 

Robert Smith is two degrees above normal 

“There’s always this sudden surge of horror at my 
being and itall comes out. A lot of bitterness came out 
about the Kiss Me tour and instead of going to confes- 
sion, because | don’t believe in absolution, | write 
songs and try and find a point to things. It now exists as 
asongand the hatred has left me. | wanted to sing it all 
in one go and it was devastating trying to do it. | spent 
five nights getting it right. | had the lights off, waiting 
until | felt ready, did it, and then disappeared out the 
back door. You can't fake vocals, especially with my 
voice, which just becomes transparent. | was having, 
to put myself into these frames of mind in order to 
produce the required emotions.”” 

Smith only feels this effort is necessary because he 
still wants to affect people, to move people, transport 
them from one swirling kaleidoscope to another. “I've 
become more aware of that role. The fame side of 
things is through default really. It’s flattering, but it’s 
really an intrusion. When we were doing 17 Seconds 
and Faith and even Pornography, it wouldn't have 
mattered if it had been released, because we didn’t 
think anyone would listen to it. If this album wasn’t 
released it would matter because it’s partly been made 
for people to listen to. 

“We do affect people, but hopefully in a good way, 
like I'm affected by a good record or a good book. | 
can accept it as natural now. I’m really proud of what 
we've done. In my mind there's alittle part of me with 
Cure songs in it, and it’s got ‘Siamese Twins,’ ‘Faith,’ 
‘figurehead,’ ‘17 Seconds,’ and now this new track, 
‘The Same Deep Water As You,’ has gone straight into 











that part of me. Even if this album fails, it doesn’t mat- 
ter. It’s been worth it.” 


prophesying the band’s imminent end. Perhaps 

this was to satisfy his need for an escape route. 
Perhaps he used the threat to test his own conviction 
in the Cure. Once again Smith has been heralding the 
group's demise, this time with more vehemence. His 
senses have been numbed by years of extreme sensa- 
tions and bizarre experiences, making writing almost 
impossible. 

“4've experienced such extremes both in the band 
and in my personal life, feelings that last for just a few 
seconds at a time, that it’s like a drug. After a while, 
when they're not there you notice the absence of it 
and nothing seems real anymore and nothing's quite 
sharp enough or focused enough. 

“1 just can’t feel anything as keenly as | used to— 
pleasure or pain. | hold up the whole process of mak- 
ing Cure albums because | can’t write anymore. The 
Cure could produce two or three albums a year if | 

jidn’t have to write the words. Everyone in the group 
takes the piss out of me because of my reality attacks. 
I'm sure you get it more as you get older and you real- 
ze the futility of days that go by when you don’t feel 
you need to experience anything. Unfortunately, in 
the past that’s led me into self-indulgence and excess, 
driving the group onwards . . . onwards and down- 
wards to ever-greater feats of excess. Your emotional, 
physical and mental tolerance levels keep going up so 
it's almost impossible to be surprised or delighted or 
shocked in a childlike way anymore. 

“When you do recapture that feeling, it makes it 
even more painful, because you realize that its still 
there and unattainable. When I was singing a song off 
the new album, ‘The Same Deep Water As You,’ in the 
studio | was completely overcome for about 15 min- 
utes. | was amazed | could still feel like this about 
something, which made it more disappointing when | 
woke up the next day and | didn’t feel anything at all. 

“The logical end to this is that | stop writing, which | 
probably will. Whenever I write songs, | can never 
conceive of a next time. There has to be a need to 
write songs. There’s no financial need and no need for 
glory. If | don’t want to go through another three 
months agonizing over a record and exhausting my- 
selfthen I won't, The need has to outweigh the distress 
it causes. I'm glad that I’ve been able to do what I’ve 
been able to do. If it stops, then that’s O.K. There's a 
point to my life. That's the one consistent thing about 
the Cure—this constant search for a point.” 

Is the Cure a career? 

“No, a trial! Longevity was never planned for. | al- 
ways equated initial success with a short lifespan, so 
we deliberately went about not being successful to be- 
gin with, What | wanted to achieve for the Cure, | can 
never achieve. | wanted it to be perfect, the perfect 
group, so I'm never satisfied.” 

What do you want? 

“Vve always wanted to get away with murder,” he 
replies. “A real murder, Or perhaps now I'll finally do 
my solo album. I've got all these songs that never 
seemed right for the Cure to do. Before this album | 
was joking that the Cure would make an instrumental 
album, but now | definitely think that if we do make 
another record, itll be instrumental. It would be a 
more filmic way of writing, which | think would be 
really good fun 

“No, come to think of it, | don’t think the Cure will 
end, but I canmake up an ending if you want me to." 


S ince the very start of the Cure, Smith has been 
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1. PIXIES, Doolittle, 4AD-Elektra 

2, LOVE AND ROCKETS, Love And Rockets, 
RCA 

3. THE CURE, Disintegration, Elektra 

4, THE CULT, Sonic Temple, Sire-Reprise 

5. XTC, Oranges & Lemons, Geffen 

6. ROBYN HITCHCOCK/EGYPTIANS, Queen 
Elvis, A & M 

7. MOJO NIXON & SKID ROPER, Root Hog Or 
Die, Enigma 

8. fIREHOSE, fROMOHIO, SST 

9, BOB MOULD, Workbook, Virgin 
10. GODFATHERS, More Songs About Love & 
Hate, Epic 
11. INDIGO GIRLS, Inaigo Girls, Epic 
12. XYMOX, Twist Of Shadows, Wing-PG 
13. CONNELLS, Fun & Games, TVT 
14. SCREAMING TREES, Buzz Factory, SST 
15. SOUL ASYLUM, Clam Dip & Other Delights, 
Twin/Tone 
16. DRIVIN’ N’ CRYIN’, Mystery Road, Island 
17, TOM TOM CLUB, Boom Boom Chi Boom 
Boom, Red Eye/Sire-Reprise 
18. BAND OF SUSANS, Love Agenda. Blast 
First-Restless ‘ 
19, ELVIS COSTELLO, Spike, Warner Bros 
20. NEW MODEL ARMY, Thunder And 
Consolation, Capitol 
21. RAMONES, "Pet Sematary,” Sire-WB 
22, GUADALCANAL DIARY, Flip-Flop, Elektra 
23, HOUSE OF FREAKS, Tantilla, Rhino 
24. JOE JACKSON, Blaze of Glory, A & M 
25. DICKIES, Second Coming, Enigma 
26. NEW ORDER, Technique, Qwest-WB 
27. REPLACEMENTS, Don't Tell A Soul, Sire- 
Reprise 
28. FINE YOUNG CANNIBALS, The Raw & The 
Cooked, |.R.S./MCA 
29. SWANS, The Burning World, UNI-MCA 
30. DEPECHE MODE, 101, Sire-WB 











Compiled by Cu) New Music Report. For sample 
~~ copy, write: 
CMJ, 830 Willis Avenue, Albertson, NY 11507. 
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GROW WITH SPIN CLASSIFIEDS. 
Classified ads cost $3.75 per word, one 
time. Display Classifieds cost $145 per 
column inch, one time (column width 2". 
For more details call: Classifieds, (212) 
1633-8200 or write: SPIN Classifieds, 6 W. 
18th St, New York, NY 10011. 


cane ‘PROMOTIONAL ALBUMS, 
tickets, stereos, etc. In- 
foto Bar Barry Publications, 477 82nd 
Street, Brooklyn, NY 11209. 


AUDIO EQUIPMENT 


NEEDLZ HAS THOUSANDS OF 
cartridges, 





AUTOS FOR SALE 


IS IT TRUE. ... JEEPS FOR $44 
through the Government? Call for facts. 1- 
312-742-1142 Ext. 4455 


BUMPER STICKERS 


BAD STICKERS! HIGH QUALITY 3" X 
8" Vinyl. FREE LIST. 1.C. SOUND, Box 
9, Rouses Point, NY 12979-0009. 


PERSONALIZED BUMPER- 
STICKERS! Any message. Any quantity. 
$4.00, 2/86.00, 10/516.00, 20/$26.00, 
50/846.00. Gary's Gifts, 1105  Dalor 
Court, Woodbury, NY 11797 


BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES 


EARNINGS UNLIMITED! MAIL OUR 
burglar alarm advertisements from home! 
RBM Merchandising, Box 59314-SP, Chi- 
cago, Illinois 60659. 


MAKE YOUR OWN TIE-DYES! 
Bright permanent professional dyes. 
Complete instructions. Send SASE for 
catalog or $20.50 for beginners dye kit 
Grateful Dyes—Pirate Records, 4664 S. 
Yosemite St., Englewood, CO 80111, ph. 
(803) 721-6032 


INCOGNITO® MAIL ORDER. Men's & 
women’s rock related clothing, jewelry, 
hats, T-shirts, skate-gear, reggae and 
sunglasses. Catalog $2.00 redeemable. 
(313) 548-2980. INCOGNITO®, P.O. 
Box 1286, Dept. S, Royal Oak, MI 48067 


COMIC BOOKS 


$100,000 CASH PAID FOR YOUR 
comic books + animation art, 1930- 
present. Collections large / small bought, 
send list: Robert Pistella, 865 West End 
Ave. #6D, New York N.Y. 10025. 








FAN CLUBS 


HUEY LEWIS FANS! SEND SELF-AD- 
dressed stamped envelope for club infor- 
mation to: Newsline, Box 15702, 


Pittsburgh, PA 15244 


DAVID LETTERMAN FAN CLUB. 
Jumbo club package $7.00. ‘T-shirts 
$12.00. Sweatshirts $20.00. S,M,L,XL. 
2120 NE 204 St., Miami, FL 33179. 


RTGS 


NEED CREDIT? WE'LL GIVE YOU A 


No credit check. Free details. 
304-776-5671 Ext. FC-225 


HELP WANTED 


EASY WORK! EXCELLENT PAY! AS- 
semble projects at home. Call for informa- 
tion. (504) 641-8003 Ext. 2566 


HOME VIDEO 


MUSIC VIDEOS/ROCK VIDEOS- 
Fins. hear your favorite per- 
formers in vidclips and concerts. Write for 
free catalog. Woodstock Music Videos, 
Inc. P.O. Box 873, Dept. SV, Woodstock, 
NY 12498 


WANT TO BUY VIDEOS/MEMORABI- 
lia of Bay City Rollers performances, etc. 
Contact Laurel, Video Archives, P.O. Box 
13, Lancaster, Texas 75146 


‘TAPE SHOPPING BY MUSIC LAW- 
yer. Tape and photo to: Robert Dome, 
1015 Gayley, Suite 1170, Los Angeles, 
CA 90024. (213) 478-0877 


MUSICIANS! DRAMATICALLY IM- 
proved playing, effortlessly! “Subliminal 
‘Hypnosis Cassette” programmed mind = 
excelled performance! Augments all study 
forms. Results absolutely teed! 
Specify: "KEYBOARDS", “GUITAR- 
BASS”, “DRUMS”. $9.00 each, Three: 
$20.00, postpaid!. Amazing! No Scam!! 
LLL Research, Box 221, Dept. SPX, Val- 
ley Falls, RI 02864 





SINGERS! PRO BACKGROUND 
TRACKS! 10,000+ songs minus lead 
vocalist. Catalog $2.00. Singing Source, 
22530 Platina, Suite G, Valencia, CA 
91355-2247. 1-805-254-5602. 


GREAT SONGS? FANTASTIC PRES- 
ence? It's all worth zilch if nobody knows 
you. Let experienced publicist prepare a 
press kit that will get you noticed, Call Rn 
R PR at (212) 757-2765. 





MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS 


SHOP AT HOME AND SAVE! HUGE 
discounts on Charvel, Gibson, Ovation, 
Steinberger, Kramer, Crate, Ampeg, 
Boss, Digitech, Etc. We Ship UPS, COD 
+ Freight. Call MAGGIO MUSIC, 8403 
18th Ave., Brooklyn, NY 11214. (718) 
250-5634. 


POSTERS/PHOTOS 


*POSTERS ONLY*—LARGEST 
SELECTION anywhere. Music, Im- 
ports, Movies, Art, Men, Women. 60- 
age catalog $2.00. Collegiate Posters, 
10501 Metropolitan Avenue #35, Ken- 
sington, MA 20895. (301) 949-3031. 


FREE C.D. CATALOGUE, PLUS 
LPs, $2.50 or less. Barry Publishing, 
477 82nd Street, Brookiyn, NY 11209. 


‘SPECIALISTS IN OUT OF PRINT AND 
are records. Bought, sold, traded. Send 
all want lists to P.L.P. Records, P.O. Box 
1048, Hightstown, NJ 08520. 


LIKE-NEW CD'S $3.99, UP. WE PAY 
you up to $7.00. Free stocklist: CCM-S, 
1105 Webster Drive, Sandy, Utah 84094- 
3151. (801) 571-9767 





FANTASTIC LIMITED-EDITION 
posters: R.! ., Siouxsie, New Order 
... . Also: Original 60's posters: (GD, 
Hendrix, Pink Floyd... ) T-shirts, 
books, etc. Send $2.00 for full-color 
catalogue: Artrock, 45-S Sheridan, SF, 
California 94103 








CELEBRITY PHOTOS—ROCK, POP, 


Patty Smith, PO Box 31836, Houston, TX 
77231 


$1 EXCLUSIVE CONCERT PHO- 
TOS! World's largest selection, finest 


Zeppelin, 

MORE! Giant Catalog, color sample—$1. 
Front Row Photos, Box 484-SN, Nescon- 
set, NY 11767 


BACKSTAGE PASSES—$4, AMAZING 
Color Concert Photos—$5, 8x10 Promo 
Glossies—$3—Guns, ers, Kise, 
Nicks, Leppard, Zeppel 

Mad order Rock nel ot nce 1070 Send Send 
$1 for catalog: Collector’s Items, PO Box 
4076-S, River Edge, N.J. 07661. 


FREE EXCITING 64-PAGE PHOTO- 
/outton catalog. (W/beautiful illustrations 
& sample $1.00) i, P.O. Box 
657-SP, Lenox Hill Station, New York, 
NY 10021 


PROMOTION 


PROMOTIONNETWORK WILL PRES- 
ent your music to major labels - manage- 
ment. Excellent track record. Platinum 
Music (201) 222-6842. 


RECORDS, TAPES, CDS 


AMAZING FREE MAIL ORDER CA- 
talog of Cassette-Only Releases by Top 
Bands! Rock, Reggae, Dub, Avant 
Garde. Be Surprised! ROIR, 611 Broad- 
way, Suite 4115, NYC, NY 10012. 





RARE IMPORTED RECORDS, CD’, 
Catalog 


Posters, Videos, Memorabilia. 
$1.00. SPINDIZZY, Dept. J, Box 20708, 
‘Milwaukee, WI 53220-0708. 


RARE ROCK ALBUMS. SEALED. 
Original, Reissues, Cutouts, Imports, 
Haif-Speed Masters. 64-PAGE Catalog 
FREE. HARVARD SQUARE RE- 
‘CORDS, Box-SP, Cambridge, MA 02238. 


HOUSE MUSIC CLUB. MIXES, RE- 
cords, T-shirts. Freshly mixed tape and 
catalog—$5. Crystal House, Box 111, 33 
University Square, Madison, WI 53715 


SERVICES 


GET BACKSTAGE! PRESS PASSES, 
tour badges, official LLD.'s. Sample $5.00. 
Tour Tags, Box 354, Boise, Idaho 83701. 





SONGWRITERS 
CUSTOM SONG DEMOS BY PROFES- 




















er, Rickenbacker, Steinberger, Flatiron, Kentucky, 
Swit Fxanoun at Wwe, a 


Dein 
iN BROTHERS, 7D. 
Sten (sad mys ri) soi-szs. ALO 
‘5.00 (deducted irom 1 purchase w/coupon) 
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WY, EAST VILLAGE ARTIST 
TSHIRTS 

‘original sikscreen of osus Christ 
carrying the eross, or ingn Mary 
pd Child, In rd, green, ora 
Yellow, sliver. Printed on 2 
fotton. black of white S.MLXL. 
Send check. or M.0. 
$13.95+52.00 shipping 
Spinto Santo, P.0. Box 3172, 
Canal. Station, NY, NY 10033. | 
Allow 3-4 weeks delNvory. 


















HOUSE OF LARGE SIZES 
‘One Big Cake” LP/Cass 


Giant sonic slices by lil’ ole power-trio from 
fowa, On tour this summer. Don't miss ‘em! 


HICKOIDS “Waltz-a-Cross-Dress-Texas” 
HULLABALOO “Beat Until Stift 

SKIN YARD “Hallowed Groun 

SLOPPY SECONDS “Destroyed” 


Can't find these in the mall? 


These record ae avalabis fo $8 each posal. Specty LP 
or eau, We sock huncrads more underground and 
hardcore record, apes, CDs, Tahir, ve, books «revel 
ores contact al Hoge ral ore etatog aed updates FEE 
wah ordre. Others most wend $1, Send orders to 


TOXIC SHOCK 
BOX 43787, TUCSON, AZ 85733 
602-325-8382 





SeeTek oe SS Salix bn 
GeDek dete HP Seek fy D 
Sebron ie, Shee KS 


220 shay guna, nye, ate XL. Che owey 
‘Sidr @ AMD. PO" Dor ist aus, TH 7073. 














EXPLORER CASSETTE 
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FOR FREE SAMPLE CASSETTE WRITE TO: 

‘CAN INDIE ALTER 
7064 STHUBERT. 
(MONTREAL, CANADA H2s 2M 


‘AROUND THE WORLD IN GO MINUTES 


[Treg | 


FShirts Fichers 
Posters 1! Books 

} os Tapes 
Collectibles Music Videos 


a ac 1 
1585.0 Hon St Colmes Ok HE 




















N' ROLL 51750) (F850 
‘Send check or money order plus$4.85 S&H 
(NY. Residents add sales tax to 

UNDERCOVER TRADING CO. 
527 Third Ave., NYC, 10018 Sulte 187 
Specity Size (S,M,L,XL), Sy 
All hats are top qual 

















100°0 S-P-A-N-D-E-X JEANS!!! 
[Buy Direct fromManufacturer'Fully Guaranteed) 


S22 tue oon 918. 
Ee 










Sisto tpg) 
* enna 
{ide poet rsa 














only find 
The Original California 'Shiet Guide 


“cotoneanine 1-800-336-4141 


acs eattio  lryh ao 
9 tat ee tak eat aman 
Soe Bie RS lade ketenes foe 





BULLETHEAD! 
SM NES 


‘Solder Mom WINGS USA Ong Rd 
‘Ny Gab Ps tan OTE, 








GOREECO! |v cven sve 














ROY ORBISON 
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The Price is Right! 


Get an outrageous (100 revealing to show) 
full size 23° x 35" color poster PERSONALLY 
AUTOGRAPHED by Dian ("THE PRICE 1S 
RIGHT") Parkinson for only $12.00 postpaid 
(check or MO.) Includes catalog of hard (0 
find pin-upsitt Send name & address and 
person to be made out to! Star Production 
Enterprises, PO. Box 2682, Malibu, CA 
90265, Please allow 3 weeks for delivery. 
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f you're one of those compulsive 
readers who actually scan the 
mastheads of magazines, you may 
have noticed my name listed as 
something called “Reporter At 
Large.’ If you are also afflicted with an 
inquisitive mind, you may have won- 
dered just what a Reporter At Large does 
for a living. 

You are not alone in your quest, Doz- 
ens ... maybe even trillions of other 
SPIN readers lie fitfully awake night after 
troubled night asking themselves that 
very question as they thrash about in tor- 
mented sleeplessness. Of the many 
thousands of etters that pour hourly into 
SPIN Central, fully two-thirds are urgent 
inquiries regarding this writer’s 
activities. 

“Just what, exactly, precisely, does he 
do—and how often?” screamsan an- 
guished reader from Atalissa, lowa. 
“Does he report only on the large is- 
sues?” questions a literal-minded fan 
from Tirana, Albania. Yet another sub- 
scriber asks, “Does ‘At Large’ simply 
mean that Dean Christopher is not yet in 
custody?” And finally comes this cooing 
query from a slender window dresser in 
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REPORT AT LARGE 


Our Reporter At Large is living proof that size isn’t everything. 


Laguna Beach: “Has it got anything to 
do with his .. . SIZE? If so, kindly for- 
ward him this recent photo of me in my 
leather trunks.” 

Well, the time has come to put these 
questions to rest, to define terms, re- 
move doubt, and ease the torment of 
uncertainty. 

A Reporter At Large is rather like an 
Ambassador Without Portfolio who, 
having nothing to carry his folios in, 
kind of makes things up as he goes 
along. 

Reporters At Large are a strange club 
of Renaissance People who refuse to be 
bound by any one discipline. We float 
free above cheap partisan interests. We 
chuckle at specialization. We spit in the 
milk of the predictable. 

Our works fulfill the combined func- 
tions of observer, psychiatrist, referee, 
bouncer, tastemaker, father-confessor, 
homemaker, and Kiwanis Club banjo 
player. To be useful to society, a Report- 
er At Large must be street-wise .. . yet 
maintain a cosmic overview. 

The reward is that he/she is given li- 
cense to write about anything . . . pro- 
viding the license is renewed. 


Column by Dean Christopher 


How Do You Get to Be 


One of These Things? 


In my case, | was not the only candidate 
for the position. SPIN is very choosy. | 
made the “short list” only after a 
lengthy, mind-shredding process super- 
vised by the Inner Circle at SPIN, who 
are highly qualified to shred minds. 
They sought high and low. They 
combed the back alleys of writerdom, 
seeking that perfect combination of dili- 
gence, wit and the willingness to be paid 
in Moroccan dirhams. 

Atthe end of three years, they had re- 
duced the field to only four. A varied and 
powerful squad turned up for the final 
Large-Off. 

There was Badéek Kornéek,the mad- 
cap crusading journalist from the Bel- 
grade Standard-Clarinet; Kakiko 
Watanabe, she of the cat-green eyes, 
who had abandoned the helm of Asia’s 
top fashion magazine in hopes of start- 
inga new life at SPIN; Jodo Fernandes— 
perhaps best known for his astounding 
ability to produce human seed . . . and 
leave it with others. 

Finally, there was me. An average 
kind of guy, with frank brown eyes, a de- 
ceitless chin . .. and the willingness to 
be paid in Moroccan dirhams. 


Trial By Fire and Lots of 
Other Stuff 


Our test was like an exhilarating Hell 
Week. Since the SPINsters already knew 
that our writing was right up there— 
among the world's best 85 percent— 
they were determined to test our adapt- 
ability, our versatility, our ability to im- 
provise under fire. For THESE are the 
elements that make you not just a report- 
er... but a reporter AT LARGE 

They therefore subjected us to an ex- 
hausting battery of trials that would 
crack the spirit and drain the resources 


of normal mortals. We found them in- 
vigorating. Only the toughest get to 
work for this publication. 

So ... we put our tongues against 
white-hot razors to prove our resolve. 
We gave our all in the high jump; under- 
water breathing; checkbook balancing. 
We took turns passing through thick 
plaster walls without leaving a trace. 
Next we displayed our skill at origami, 
morris dancing, trilingual puns, Gypsy 
violin tuning, salmon packing ... and 
the Ordeal Of The Waxen Panties. There 
were other ... rituals we have sworn 
never to reveal, not even to each other. 
Suffice it to note that at the end of six 
days we were deadlocked in a four-way 
tie for First Place. 

‘On the seventh day, tension ran high. 
What was left of the Ozone Layer crack- 
led in anticipation. The air itself seemed 
to hold its breath as Bob Guccione, Jr. 
stepped forward with The Ultimate Test. 

He rolled forward a gigantic granite 
boulder. Embedded in its side was an 
IBM Selectric Ill, 

“Whosoever pulleth this typewriter 
from this rocketh, that person shalleth 
‘our Reporter At Large be,” quoth he, un- 
afraid of his own syntax. He beckoned 
us forward one by one. Three tried. 
Three failed. | was the fourth. 

At the critical moment | heard a soft 
voice speak deep inside my head, not far 
from where that Yanomamé arrow once 
lodged, but that’s another story. “Fear 
not,”’ it purred, “For this day you shall 
prevail.” Brimming with new confi- 
dence, | gripped the machine's innards 
and yanked. It resisted for a second, then 
broke loose. It was done! 


Epilogue 


It all seems so long ago. Recalling it 
now, | relive the ecstasy of the moment. 
Even my vanquished rivals were so gen- 
erous with their applause that to this day 
I still favor them with clever postcards 
from piquant places. 

As | write this, on an island whose lo- 
cation must remain secret (by agreement 
with its King), golden-skinned women 
wait to serve me... anything. There is 
wisdom in their smiles, and my pulses 
boil. As they wait, my beauties lovingly 
fan through meaty wads of Moroccan 
dirhams. For the moment they are con- 
tent, and so am | 

But a true Reporter At Large can’t re- 
main at rest. Tomorrow | leave again in 
hot pursuit of a story so novel, so unbe- 
lievably bold, and of such momentous 
implication that you, poor dears, aren’t 
cleared to read it yet. Upon completion 
it will be sealed in the deepest vault of 
the Smithsonian until the world can take 
it. Perhaps your children will live to see 
it. 

Until then | will offer other amusing 
little trfles for your entertainment. You 
know, just to take the edge off. = @ 
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The next time you make eye contact with a six-pack 7 -« 
of Cold-Filtered” Miller Genuine Draft Longnecks, |" «-».,’ 
go ahead and pick one up. You won't be disappointed! “x.” 


Cold-Filtered Miller Genuine Dratt. 


© 1989 Miller Brewing Co., Milwaukee, WI 
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